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Style +633 MISTY LACE 
Sheer enchantment with the 
magic of lace! . . . Exquisitely 
lovely sheer net clings lovingly 
over bared shoulders to a figure- 
caressing bodice of imported 
Chantilly Lace that falls into a 
graceful peplum and cascades 
helplessly to the hemline of the 
widest of wide filmy dancing 
skirts (over its own slip). Colorful 
blushing flowers highlight a tiny 
waist. In Superb Quality Celanese 
Taffeta and Marquisette net in 
your choice of Rose, Aqua, Black, 
White. 


IN ALL SIZES 
9-11-13-15-17 
10-12-14 
16-18-20 
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HOLLAND FLING 

How lovely you are in this 
dramatic darling with its teas- 
ingly scooped neckline set off 
with four bold buttons. Con- 
trasting sleeves and shirred 
yoke peep flirtatiously from a 
hug of a bodice with tiny 
waist and widest of dancing 
skirts. Superb Quality Celanese 
Taffeta in your choice of Black, 
Aqua, Rose and Navy. 
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g MISS LEE-FASHIONS, Inc., Dept. TC-4 
§ 400 Madison Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 


rf Please send me the following dresses in styles, sizes and 
colors indicated. If not delighted | may return dress within 
B 10 days for refund. 
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Color Choice 
ee , = [C Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman. 


0) | enclose $ you pay postage. 
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Send 10¢ for our latest catalog! — pana 3 
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Letters To The Editor 


“}] MARRIED A TAN YANK” 


I have read every issue of Tan CONFESSIONS 
and have enjoyed every story. However, in this 
month’s issue, I read a story that I’ve been long 
waiting for. That is the story, “I Married a Tan 

yy 
«pal a Negro girl and if there were more 
Negro men and women like the English girl 
who wrote that story, this world would be a lot 
better off or at least the people in it. 

My husband was over there two years and he 
says the English are the finest people in the 
world so I know this war bride must be one of 


All the happiness in this country for her and 
ler husband. 

Ruby Peoples 

Detroit, Mich. 


] want to thank Mrs. Buford for expressing 
her feelings toward Negroes in the story “I 
Married a Tan Yank.” 

Julius E. Davis 
Flint, Mich. 


I was disappointed to find one story I thought 
very much out of place in the book. I am 
referring to the story “I Married a Tan Yank.” 
I's the same old stuff we read everyday about 
the trouble our people have when he or she 
chooses a mate of another race. “I Married a 
Tan Yank” is a wonderful story for books that 
carry racial problems but don’t fill this maga- 
tine with stories of prejudice and racial prob- 
lems because you'll finish up like the others, 
making a good start and fading in the stretch. 

This is a new magazine. Keep it new and 
wonderful and don’t make it old before its 
time. By this I mean, don’t start giving your 
readers racial stories because we read and live 
it every day. 

Give us more of those love stories of our 
people because they are wonderful and new 
to us. 

George Butler 
Gary, Ind. 


I am a regular reader of your magazine. I 
can hardly wait from one month to another to 
get my issue. It makes me proud and happy to 
have a good, clean book that covers our peo- 
ple’s lives and love affairs. 

Keep up those wonderful “special features” 
such as “I Married a Tan Yank.” It made me 
realize how small we all can be at times. 

Kathryn Troupe 
Topeka, Kans. 


“CALL HOUSE BLUES” 


_Thave read all the copies of TAN CoNFEssIONS 
including the March issue and I think they are 
great. In the March issue, I liked “Call House 
Blues.” Tell the girl to tell her boy friend all 
her past and if he really loves her, it 
won’t make any difference. After all, she didn’t 
take part in the sin. 
Mary Sutton 
Detroit, Mich. 


TEEN-AGERS 


All teen-agers should read Tan Conressions. 
y reading of what happens to others, we will 


ve better teen-agers. 
Mary Belle Sanford 
St. Louis, Mo. 


I wish to congratulate you on your new mag- 
wine. It is simply wonderful! 

Tam a high school teen-ager and most of the 

ys and girls read Tan Conressions. Few of 
ws fail to get one of your books every month. 

Never mind the criticism you receive be- 
cause we teen-agers are a great part of your 


readers and we up here in Providence are be- 
hind you one hundred per cent. 
Georgetta Cross 
Providence, R. I. 


I am a teen-ager and reading is my hobby. 
Of all the true stories and confessions maga- 
zines I’ve read, TAN ConFEssIons is the best. 

Minnye Howard 
Bessemer, Ala. 


My two teen-age boys and I read Tan Con- 
FESSIONS each and every month that it comes 
out on the newsstands. Don’t listen to what 
some people say about the magazine being dis- 
graceful to our teen-agers. You know that a 
magazine cannot disgrace our teen-agers be- 
cause long before it was published, many teen- 
agers were disgracing themselves. Perhaps if 
this book had been on sale and they had read 
it and gotten some meaning out of it, I expect 
some of them would have been better off today. 

Mae Lee Jackson 
Greenville, Miss. 


How many times have we read other romance 
magazines and wondered why someone didn’t 
publish a colored magazine. Then one is pub- 
lished, Tan ConFeEssions, and some don’t like 
it. If these stories were in any other magazine, 
they wouldn’t hesitate to read and enjoy them. 

For teen-agers, it is something like a guide. 
Many things can be put into writing that they 
will read and believe; things that you can’t 
speak about plainly or correctly. There are 
many teen-agers in my town. The confessions 
in your magazine are life. Shouldn’t people 
learn about it in their teens? 

Sara Harmon 
Rand, W. Va. 


I have purchased and read every issue of 
Tan CONFESSIONS since it was first published 
and | don’t read anything else. I think it is the 
finest publication for Negroes yet. However, I 
have a criticism. We teen-agers are the latest 
invention since the Gibson girl and we love to 
read as much as grown folks do. I think this 
magazine would be even greater if you printed 
more articles for teen-agers besides “Teen 


Talk.” 
Betty Parks 
New York, N. Y. 


WHITE READER 


Just a line to say how much I enjoyed your 
book. Being a white girl, this is my first Negro 
book and I will continue to buy them as long. as 
they are published. 

Katherine Sturgeon 
Sapulpa, Okla. 


STORIES TOO SHORT 


I think Tan ConFEssions is a wonderful 
magazine but the stories are too short. Will you 
make the stories a little longer? They will be 
more interesting. 

B. Cleveland 


Idabel, Okla. 


HANDWRITING 


The Beige Beauts of Larry Steele’s show 
want you to know just how pleasant Tan 
Conressions has made the boring intervals be- 
tween shows. 

There are twelve of us and each and every 
one would like to congratulate you for doing 
such a wonderful job. 

We enjoy all the stories and articles but it 
was a unanimous agreement that the article 
“Your Handwriting” was our favorite. We 
have great fun in attempting to analyze our 
own handwriting from the examples given by 
Miss Sides. Everyone finds her article both 
interesting and informative. 

The Beige Beauts 
Miami, Fla. 
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NEW FINER 


more effective longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Better, longer protection. Yes, new Mum 
with M-3 safely protects against bacteria 
that cause underarm odor. Doesn't give 
odor a chance to start. 


Softer, creamier new Mum smooths on 
easily, doesn’t cake. Contains no harsh 
ingredients to irritate skin. Will not rot 
or discolor finest fabrics. 


Thriftier new Mum gives you more ap- 
plications, ounce for ounce, than other 
leading deodorants. Contains no water 
to dry out or decrease its efficiency. No 
shrinkage, no waste. Exclusive new fra- 
grance. Get a jar of new Mum today at 
your favorite cosmetic counter! 
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— I MARRIED Sugar Ray Robinson, the world’s 

greatest boxer, in 1943, ours was a. union not merely 
of two people who loved each other very much and had many 
things in common, but it also represented a joining together 
of show business and the boxing profession. Perhaps this 
explains much of the ready attraction for each other that 
showed itself practically from the very beginning. 

Our marriage transformed our lives completely. My career 
as an entertainer ended upon Ray’s insistence that I should 
be a full-time wife. So I quit the show business. But I also 
gained the finest possession I have—the most wonderful hus- 
band in the world. 

Our first meeting was dramatic and not altogether pleas- 
ant. It happened one nice Summer day in 1941 at the Lido 
Pool in Harlem. I walked past Ray, who was sitting on a 
bench with a friend basking in the sunshine. I heard him 
comment, “Who’s that girl? Isn’t she fine? Next time she 
walks by I’m going to push her in the water.” 

I didn’t hear the rest of that little conversation, but Ray’s 
friend later told me what was said. “What if she can’t 


swim?” his friend asked. “I'll push her in, anyway,” Ray 
laughed. 

Well, he did. I strolled by a few minutes later, and Ray 
got up and pushed me straight into nine feet of water. I 
couldn’t swim, and struggled and swallowed some water. 
With a little help from a life guard, I finally got out. I was 
furious, but said nothing to the fresh, handsome boy who 
had done this thing to me. I went straight into the locker 
room, put on.my clothes,.and went home burning up. 

Months later we met formally but under more pleasant 
circumstances. It was at the old Mimo Club in New York, 
where I was dancing. Ray saw me perform and exclaimed 
aloud: “There is the most beautiful girl in the world. There’s 
the type I’d like to make my wife. I think I'd like being mar- 
ried to her.” 

Later in the evening we were introduced to each other by 
Ray’s manager, George Gainford. Funny thing, too, neither 
one knew that the other was involved in that little incident 
at the swimming pool. Looking back on it now, I don’t think 
the knowledge of it would have made much difference to me 


in the long run. (Continued on Page 53) 








| IKE a lot of mothers with teen-age 

~“ daughters, I guess I was one of 

those who just didn’t believe it could 
happen to me. I had always dismissed 
those stories about young girls becoming 
young mothers. “Child brides” to me 
were scandals I only read about in news- 
papers, isolated cases that cropped up 
occasionally in some far-away backwoods 

town or among the “lower elements” of our 

society. You can imagine my _ stunned 
horror then that afternoon back in April 

vhen I found my daughter Jean, was “in 
trouble.” 

I had come back from shopping at the 
neighborhood grocery and found her lying 
across the bed in her room, sobbing in choked, 
fearful silence. Instinctively I sensed that 
something was extraordinarily wrong, and it 
lid not take long for me to find out the awful 
truth. Through her tears and convulsive sobs, 

Jean stammered shamefully that she was going 
o have a baby. 

My daughter! Not yet 18 and only three 
1onths away from high school graduation was 
xoing to become a mother! I could only sit there 
n stunned disbelief as she related somewhat dis- 
onnectedly the grim facts that had been kept hidden 
rom me until now. 
| knew well the boy she had been dating steady. 

was young George Hansford who lived in the 
ext block, a classmate of hers, a worshipped athlete 
school and someone I had treated and looked upon 
Ss my own son. 

My head reeled dizzily from the sudden realization 

the scandal this was certain to cause. 


ie 


At once a 
undred thoughts raced through my brain. Should [—or 


lid | have the right to subject her to an abortion? 

hould I send her away—now—to some private nursery 

nd pretend that she had gone to look after a sick relative 
was sometimes done? Or should I force them, young 


they were, to get married and assume the responsibility 


hey had so bargained for? 
} 


4 


or a moment I sat there, tears of hurt spilling down my 
heeks. I felt choked up inside, bewildered. Over and over 
asked myself, why. Why did this have to happen to me? 
Vhere had I failed as a mother? I had tried so hard ever 
nee Jean’s father had died to give her the best guidance and 
unsel | knew, to see her safely through high school and 
ippily married, but now I wasn’t so sure. 
Suddenly I had an impulse to order her to put on her coat and 
ompany me over to George’s house—to go there and confront 
parents with this terrible thing she had told me. After all, he 
responsible for this and it would serve them right to be hurt— 
was. But upset and weary as I was, I decided against it. Yet | 


w | would have to find a way out sooner or later; I would have to 
1 an answer to my problem. 


| 
i 


But what could | do? Where could | turn? I dreaded the thought 
what might happen if her secret became known, but I simply could 
face the fact that she might be ready for marriage, that my daughter 
ould be one of those “child brides” I had so (Continued on Page 80) 
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YOu 


By Helen Sides 
wuts on your mind? Regardless 
of how practical we may be, present- 
day conditions are leaving a mark on us, 
and on some, much more than others, 
who are less receptive. 

Lately I have been greatly impressed 
by a number of writers who show in 
their handwriting, the sign of worry 
through circumstances over which they 
have no control. There are different 
types of people who worry. 

There is the type who just have to 
worry. If they have no definite cause for 
worrying, they find something to be con- 
cerned about, for an example (Fig. 1): 
this person is self-reliant, but has a much 
too unassuming attitude to life and peo- 
ple. This writer may be nervous and 
high strung, and most susceptible to the 
personal magnetism of other people, so 
much so that other people’s problems 


are theirs. Compare your writing with 


Fig. 1. Note the sudden pressure on oc- 
casional strokes and angular writing. 
This reveals nervousness. Self-reliance 
is shown by the short “d” stem. 

Then there is the type who worry 
about small things that really do not 
amount to much. This type of writer 
(Fig. 2) has such an exactness in be- 
havior and a strong sense of justice, that 
they worry over injustices of any kind. 
Compare your writing with Fig. 2. Note 
“i” dots like dashes which show worry. 
Neat small script and evenness of lines 
reveal exactness of love of justice. 

Finally, there is the type who feel the 
weight of circumstances far too heavily, 
so heavily in (Continued on Page 52) 


TEEN 
TALK 


ONEY, or its Garden of Eden equi- 
valent, has been the cause of knit 
brows and prematurely gray hair since 
the beginning of time. If you have 
money worries or worry because you 
haven’t any money, honey, shake hands. 
You are now a bonafide member of the 
human race. 

Money has been the theme song and 
the blue note of every generation. The 
hit tune of the great comedian, Bert Wil- 
liams, was a little ditty about the pro- 
tective reverence with which he regarded 
his last dollar. A few years ago female 
_balladiers exhorted lazy paramours to 
“get out of here and get me some money 
too.” Today, male warblers have re- 
versed the order of things with the juke 
box favorite, “If you’ve got the money, 
honey, I’ve got the time.” 

Unless you came into this world with 
Rogers silverware in your baby mouth, 
you are probably experiencing a little 
difficulty getting your first dollar. And 
if you are on an allowance, you won’t 
get much more. According to recent 
Liberty magazine statistics, the average 
allowance per week for teen agers is a 
lowly $2.77. The average weekly earn- 
ings: $8.00. That sounds like sub- 
sistence and something strictly for the 
birds, but few adults, after all expenses 
and deducts have been extracted from 
their income, are able to salvage as 
much. 

Your allowance is a phase of this busi- 
ness of growing up, not the payoff for 
work rendered. To tell the honest truth, 
above clothes, food, shelter and other 
sundries too expensive to overlook (all 
this comes from the family budget) you 
are Daddy’s biggest liability. 
These are definitely not your productive 





By Jane 


your 
years. Your clothes alone, says the ex- 
perts, average $119 per year, and with 
that school-bell appetite, you literally eat 
the old folks out of house and home. 

If you are lucky enough to be given 
an allowance respect it, treat it well. 
Spend judiciously and stay within its 






Walters 


boundaries, be it ever so little. This is 
Dad’s and Mother’s way of making you 
a little bit independent, to let you dip 
into your own jeans for change. If you 
are old enough to have your own money, 
you should be intelligent enough to know 
how to spend it. Your success in after 
life as a provider or manager of home 
or business finances may depend upon 
the money habits you develop now. 
Thrift—call it stinginess if you wish— 
and an appreciation of the value of the 


-almighty dollar are admirable traits in 


mother’s child. Living above and be- 
yond your means and borrowing to do 
so, can and does lead to dishonesty. So 
if you don’t want to spend your reclin- 
ing years in a_broad-stripped suit 
making little ones out of big ones, stay 
legal with the legal tender. Let other 
people’s lettuce alone. — 

An allowance is usually that which 
goes for spending change, the mad 
money you use for shows, cokes, gifts 
and such. If the amount you receive 
isn’t sufficient, or if you want to take a 
little of the burden off the older shoulder, 
you can always go to work. And why 
A job, besides broadening the 
scope of your activities, will do wonders 
for morale. It doesn’t mean that you 
are a charity case because you work, or 
that your old man is a bum. If you will 
look around you closely, you will 
discover that some of your wealthiest 
Work 
per se never hurt anyone and child labor, 
the kind that is meant for a honey child 
like you, is fun. 

A job will teach you how to make 
time, to assume responsibilities, to de- 
velop initiative and make decisions. 
You won’t have to ask Dad for money 
to buy Mother a bottle of perfume on her 
birthday, and when next Christmas rolls 
around, you can make with the Santa 
Claus routine with money earned with 
your own little pink palms. 

Teen-agers (Continued on Page 53) 
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By Jim Goodrich 
— ELLINGTON, polished and 


prolific creator of good jazz, is the 
most frequently featured artist in RCA 
Victor’s four new album releases of in- 
strumental gems on LP’s, called A 
Treasury of Immortal Performances. 
The dapper composer-pianist-arranger- 
director fronts his celebrated band on 
three sides (Solitude, Mood Indigo and 
Take The “A” Train) in the package of 
24 collector items which averages about 
one offering from other renowned jazz 
luminaries like Louis Armstrong, Fats 
Waller, Lionel Hampton, Benny Good- 
man, Tommy Dorsey, Count Basie, 
Glenn Miller, Coleman Hawkins and 
Artie Shaw. One Ellington side is 
spotted in each of the albums marked 
Keyboard Kings of Jazz, Dance Band 
Hits and Theme Songs. Fourth album 
in the series is titled Small Combo Hits. 

Duke’s contribution to the Victor col- 
lection represents a neat accomplish- 
ment in ensemble and _ individual 
stylings. Especially praiseworthy is the 
subtle but pulsating piano solo by the 
maestro on Solitude, his most famed bal- 
lad work. The stint, recorded in 1941, 
points up Ellington’s wide technical skill 
and strong individuality of ideas on his 
instrument. 

Mood Indigo is a somber band num- 
ber, phrased with great feeling and im- 
agination by the Ellington aggregation 
of 1930. Some clear tenor banjo strum- 
ming by Freddie Guy dates the waxing 
of one of Duke’s oldest hit compositions. 

Modern Ellingtonia with its jauntiness 
and pretty tonal shadings paces the band 
on its theme (Continued on Page 68) 
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made-to-order fit | 
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shoulder style 
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broadcloth 
Full C cup, 
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38 to 52 
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At last . . . an omazing new invention that will 
do miracles for the larger-than-overage woman! 
ADJUST-O-MAGIC allows you to mold the youthful 
bustline you've always admired. You'll feel firm, 
figure-molding support, undreamed-of comfort in- 
stontly. And because ADJUST-O-MAGIC is pot- 
ented, you can fashion your own made-to-order 
fit in @ motter of seconds. 


NEVER BEFORE IN ONE BRA! 


ow (“ap or mo you want 


* shape your smooth cup fit 

* adjust the support you need 

* form the separation you desire 
* fashion the plunge you prefer 
* adjust your abdomen control 
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ADJUSTABLE STRAP STYLE (illustrated) 
cotton broadcloth $3.95 Nude, White, Black 
rayon satin ...... 3.95 Nude, White, Blue 
Ee Ae 4.95 Nude, White, Blue 
B CUP, SIZES 34-44 C CUP, SIZES 34-46 
BUILT-UP SHOULDER STYLE 
cotton broadcloth only—$3.95 Nude, White, 
Black. FULL C CUP, SIZES 38 to 52 


ORDER ON 10-DAY APPROVAL 


WILCO FASHIONS Dept. BSOSE 
45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N.Y. 


Please send ADJUST-O-MAGIC longline bro 
ADJUSTABLE STRAP STYLE Bra Size 
Ist Color Choice 


Cup Size 
2nd Color Choice 





ton broadcloth at $3.95 
Rayon satin at $3.95 
Nylon at $4.95 

BUILT-UP SHOULDER STYLE—Cotton broadcloth only at $3.95 














(C cup only) Ist Color Choice 2nd 
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| pmuagnerl occurring between April 
21 and May 20 belong to the second 
sign of the Zodiac, Taurus which is sym- 
bolized by the Bull. All that pertains to 
the earth and its products or service in 
some manner has an appeal and attrac- 
tion for you. The word possession is 
assigned to your sign because your in- 
herent tendency is to seek, strive and 
work to continually add to your owner- 
ship and usage of the world’s goods. 

In character you are set, fixed and in- 
clined to be stubborn in your ways. You 
refuse to bulge or give up when once you 
have taken a notion or interest in any 
line of action. Sometime you insist upon 
having your own welfare and popularity. 

As a Taurean you are inclined to be 


guided far 


(worldly possessions) and appearances. 


too much by externals 
to keep up with or pass the Joneses as 
the saying goes. Taurus is the builder. 
This can be 


applied to building an organization, a 


by ‘nature and aptitude. 


business, expanding the membership of 
a church, erecting a building or develop- 
ing a real need in the mind of the pro- 
prietor for your services as a worker. 
As an enemy or rival you show cun- 
ning and devote your efforts toward gain- 
ing strength to employ in the defeat of 
your rivals. Joe Louis is a good exam- 
ple, being born under Taurus on May 13. 
Other famous people born under the 
sign of Taurus include two outstanding 
musicians and composers, Duke E!- 
lington (April 29) and William Grant 
Still (May 11). 


was born under Taurus (May 3). 


Noted actor Canada Lee 


Taurus is the sign of the voice and 
you born in this part of the Zodiac 
(year) should seek occupations where 
there is a demand for a good singing or 
speaking voice. 
melody in your voice which is produc- 


It is the sincerity or 


tive of a favorable impression. 

Venus the planet of love and beauty. 
money and finance is the ruler of Taurus 
and this brings the number 6 as your 
“lucky” number with 1. 3 and 6 as affin- 
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LJ Send (.0.9. | pay postage 
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You pay postage 


ity numbers. 


YOUR 


STARS AND NUMBERS 





Because your sign leans towards the 
money side, it should prove profitable 
to learn that that planet’s positions in 
May are directed towards benefiting you 
and personal gain is promised those 
whose past efforts justify an expectancy, 

The sign Taurus implies to those born 
under this sign satisfaction and pleasure 
when there is plenty of substantial and 
highly-seasoned food. 

A change benefiting your welfare is in 
the making following the 9th of May 
when delayed. results are more likely to 
become active. Persons born under the 
signs Virgo and Capricorn should be 
found harmonious in your social and 
Sky blue, lemon yellow 
and a red-orange of the copper tint are 


romantic life. 


colors you can stress in dress and en- 
vironment. 
Friday your day. 

The following number combinations 
will be in the lead during May. They 
apply to all birthdays. 3-6-9 2-4-7 5-8-9, 

The following days in May have been 
especially selected as presenting advan- 
tages to people born under the 12 signs 
of the Zodiac: 


The sapphire is your gem. 


Aries: 1, 2, 3, . 1, 1,6, 3S 

Taurus: 1, 4, 5, 9, 11, 12, 24, 27, 28. 

Gemini: 2, 3, 7, 8, 9, 18, 24, 25, 29, 30. 

Cancer: 2, 4, 6, 7, 8, 9, 19, 20, 21, 30. 

Leo: 2, 3, 7, 8, 11, 17, 18, 25, 28, 29. 

Virgo: 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 14, 15, 16, 19. 
20. 23, 24. 

Libra: 7, 8, 12, 13, 17, 18, 21, 22, 25. 
26, 28. 

Scorpio: 1, 7, 9, 19, 20, 22, 23, 30. 

Sagittarius: 2, 3, 4, 17, 18, 21, 26. 29. 

Capricorn: 1, 4, 5, 6, 17, 19, 20, 28, 
ol. 

Aquarius: 2, 3, 17, 19, 21, 27, 29. 30. 

Pisces: 1, 2, 5, 6, 18, 19, 27, 28, 31. 


Should there be any readers who do 
not know what sign of the Zodiac under 
which they were born, this column will 
furnish this information upon receipt of 
a self-addressed, stamped envelope. Write 
Tan Confessions, 1820 S. Michigan Ave.. 
Chicago, III. 
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T WASN’T so bad for Clarence Gho- 

shon being in the Navy. Stationed at 
Kodiak, Alaska, the 29-year-old Second 
Class Boatswain’s Mate, often wished he 
were back in the States, but what really 
made life worth while was Minnie. 
Pretty, 22-year-old Minnie Edna Dabney 
Ghoshon was Clarence’s bride of a year. 
They had met in Washington and had 
been married there when the Navy man 
was stationed at Anacostia, Virginia, a 
few miles outside of the nation’s capital. 

Clarence had been terrified at the 
thought of leaving Minnie—Stateside— 
She had become 


very precious to him. They had so many 


after their marriage. 


common interests — boating, swimming 
and horseback riding. Clarence had 
been relieved when he obtained permis- 
sion to have her join him in Alaska. 

But one day, late in February, all the 
light and joy went out of Clarence’s life. 
He had received orders to report to 
Korea and this would mean leaving 
Minnie. It didn’t take Clarence long 
to make a decision. With a_hastily- 
purchased .22-calibre automatic, he 
spewed three shots into Minnie’s body, 
then, turning the death weapon to his 
own chest, fired once, killing himself. 

A coroner’s jury returned an official 
finding of slaying and suicide. The 
bodies of the couple were returned to 
the States for burial. In death, Clarence 
and his Minnie could be together. 
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1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 





“TESTED by Doctors 


TRUSTED by Women 


NEW IMPROVED 


NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 
FOR MARRIAGE HYGIENE 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-5 
Norwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 

Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 

envelope. 


Name 





Address. 

















with safe, sure, concentrated 


KYRON 


tiny, energy-packed food tablets 


At last you can get 
rid of that ugly ex- 
cess fat without re- 
sorting to harsh drugs 
or laxatives, without 
strenuous exercise or 
massage, without star- 
vation diet. Tiny, con- 
centrated Kyron tab- 
lets regulate your ap- 
petite and let you eat 
what you want and 
still you lose weight. 
Kyron actually con- 
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EAT what yeu want — 
with KYRON you want less 











trols the amount of food you want to eat. 
You lose weight almost without realizing it. 








Eat and grow thin 


with safe, sure KYRON 


The Kyron Way is to control the amount of food you ac- 
tually want, yet supply you with the necessary vitamins and food elements you 
need to keep up your pep and energy. With Kyron those extra pounds disappear 
as if by magic. Kyron is a scientific formula developed after years of medical 
research and clinical study. Don’t envy a slender, attractive figure any longer— 
enjoy having one the easy Kyron Way. Get started with Kyron today! 


Approved by doctors in hundreds of clinical tests 


Many doctors themselves have used Kyron to reduce their own 


™ 


weight and even more doctors know and approve Kyron. In care- 
fully controlled laboratory tests, Kyron has demonstrated its power 4 
to get rid of those ugly, extra pounds quickly, safely and easily. } 


KYRON 


America’s favorite reducing remedy 4 
Sold on 100% money back guarantee : 


FREE! WEIGHT CHART 
IN UNUSUAL PLASTIC KEY CHAIN 





Kyron Foundation, Inc., Dept. TC-5 
329 South Wood Street, Chicago, Illinois 


Gentlemen: 
Please send me my free Weight Chart and plastic key chain. 
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State 
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VEAL) 
ELV ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Lp MRS. JACKSON: I am 18 years old 
and I’m in love with someone 45. We are 
engaged and are to be married soon. But when 
we go out together people are always making 
wisecracks about his being old enough to be my 
father. Should I marry him now or wait until 
I get a little older? 
Lottie M. 


Dear Lottie: While some May and December 
marriages seem to work out all right, it would 
be wise for you to remember that many others 
do not. Please take into consideration the fact 
that in ten years you will be 28 and he will be 
55. When you are a lively 38, he will be eligi- 
ble for Social Security. But if you are sure 
(and I don’t see how you can be since you are 
in your teens) that you want to marry this man, 
it does not seem as if it would make any differ- 
ence whether you married him now or waited 
awhile. You'll never catch up with him in 
years. 

a * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I’m a junior in high 
school and I’m 16 years of ago. I’m in love with 
a boy 21. He has been married but has been 
separated for three months and now has his 
divorce. I’m really in love with him and he 
seems to feel the same about me. My mother 
likes him although she says that she prefers 
him to stay away. 

He likes my mother and father. We are plan- 
ning on getting married if he has to go back 
into the service. What can I do? My friends 
love him and he thinks I have some nice 
friends. My girl friends are all married. 

W.B. 

Dear W.B.: Please do not take any rash 
steps. After all, if you are just 16 and he 21, 
a couple years’ wait will not harm either of you. 
It would be best for you to finish high school 
before considering marriage. It could be that 
you want to marry now mainly because your 
girl friends are all married and you feel left 
out. It would be better to feel “left out” for a 
year or two than to marry in haste and find 
out too late that you have married the wrong 


man. 
. * . 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I love my husband very 
dearly but there seems to be another coming 
between us. -My cousin is slowly breaking up 
our marriage. We have talked things over about 
her and he says that it is only me he loves. 
But he still writes to her and when | ask him 
about it he denies (Continued on Page 52) 
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] watched as she threu 


her arms around Jimmy 


_— 
and Kissed him savagely. 4 
> 


Ruth fought a desperate but vain battle to keep from losing Jimmy to the stage but 
when she finally realized she had been beaten, she found it was almost ‘too late to 


salvage Jimmy’s love 


SAT in the front row of Carnegie Hall. All about me 

and extending up to the heights of the last rows in the 
balcony. the huge audience which had turned out for the 
annual midnight awards concert of the Pittsfield Sentinel 
Charities Fund buzzed with expectancy. The programs an- 
nounced that this was the long-awaited moment for revela- 
tion of the “Outstanding Pianist of the Year” in the Senti- 
nel’s annual nationwide poll. Dapper Phil Rowell. the Sen- 
tinel’s famous theatrical editor, stepped to the microphone 
and a hush spread over the crowd as he declared: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, as you know. the Sentinel poll has 
introduced many great new stars. The winner of this year’s 
‘Outstanding Pianist’ honor is a newcomer to show business. 
His wonderful talent and fine personality have placed him 
far ahead of some of the nation’s greatest musicians. To 
1951’s top pianist. that handsome poet of the piano. Jimmy 
Williams . . .” 

Rowell’s concluding words were lost in the thunder of 


applause which rose all about me as I[ sat there in the front 


row. The master of ceremyupies produced the large. beauti- 
ful gold Sentinel trophy as Jimmy came forward. tall. dark 
and handsome—and with that dear. sweet shyness which 
has made him the favorite of screaming bobby-soxers the 
country over. 

I drew a deep breath. taking in every thrill of this vital 
moment. Jimmy grasped Phil Rowell’s hand and said: 

“Phil—and you wonderful people. 

I want the world to know how erateful | am to 
lady. Mrs. Jimmy Williams For. without her love and 


understanding. this tremendous honor would never have 


I want you to know 





a lovely 


been possible.” 

I gasped with the pleasure this tribute brought me. I was 
almost painfully proud to be Mrs. Jimmy Williams. espe- 
cially because this midnight concert at Carnegie. the crown- 
ing salute to my husbhand’s amazing success. marked a happy 
ending to a period in our marriage when Jimmy almost lost 
his chance at fame and fortune and I. through blind selfish- 
ness. almost lost Jimmy. It seemed incredible. sitting there. 
to think of how I nearly drove him into the arms of another 














woman, simply because I failed him at 
the time he needed me so much. 

[ met Jimmy at a party in Long Island 
at the home of an old high school chum. 
Anne always called her parties “little 
get-togethers.” They turned out to be 
really fabulous affairs with lots of inter- 
esting young folks and delicious things 
to eat and drink. Anne’s brother, Roger, 
who had come to Brooklyn to pick me 
up, introduced me to Jimmy—his best 
friend. 1 was pretty cool about the 
whole thing because Jimmy was so in- 
tensely good-looking I was positive he 
had to be terribly conceited. He was a 
smooth, even dark brown with the kind 
of build that takes your breath away— 
broad shoulders and tapering waist. I 
looked up at his dark, wavy hair, the 
fine eyebrows and the certain chin. I 
noticed the kind brown eyes. I was 19 
and thought myself sophisticated enough 
to avoid this type of man. They only 
meant trouble. 

| was sure I had been right when I 
observed the immediate popularity 
Jimmy enjoyed at the party. He was the 
enter of aftraction and constantly sur- 
rounded by an admiring crowd. Thinks 
he’s real great, I told myself sourly as 
| watched him that night. I wasn’t hon- 
est enough to admit to myself that | 
thought so too and looked upon him as 
the ideal I’d always dreamed about. 

During a lull in the party, someone 
et up a cry for Jimmy to play the piano. 
Vly gosh, I thought. It has talent too. 
He didn’t have to be begged, I noted 
attily. I wasn’t prepared for the rich, 
leep, pleading quality of his music—yet, 
it the same time, a modest manner as if 
e were offering his best and hoped peo- 
le would love him for it. Listening to 
he noises of admiration from the crowd, 
vhich gathered about the piano begging 
or encore after encore, I knew very well 

it Jimmy Williams, the life of the 

irty, would never remember the girl 

n Brooklyn whom he had met so 

lally. 

But | was wrong. A little quiver of 
citement possessed me when, at about 
vo-thirty, Jimmy came over to me: 

Dance, Ruth?” he asked. 
He did remember my name, after all. 
[here was something exciting about 

way he held a girl while dancing. 
ke she was something special. We 

e perfect partners. 

| suppose I’m the only one present 





who hasn’t told you how wonderful your 
playing is,” I volunteered a little mock- 
ingly. 

Jimmy glanced down at me earnestly. 

“Do you really think so?” he asked. 
His tone gave me the idea he was seek- 
ing reassurance. rather than compli- 
ments. His eyes searched mine as if to 
probe my sincerity. 

Suddenly I felt ashamed of myself. | 
was beginning to accept Jimmy as aw- 
fully genuine and not at all conceited. 

“I honestly do, Jimmy,” I said. 

Then he spoiled everything. 

“You know what?” he asked, “I’m 
taking you home.” 

I was stunned at the assurance in his 
voice. Resentment flooded me. 

“Oh, are you?” I came back acidly. 
“It’s so very nice of you to suggest it, 
but it just happens I came with Roger.” 

Jimmy grinned. 

“Oh, Roger,” he said with a shrug. 
“That will be taken care of.” 

“We'll see,” I promised him defiantly. 
Obviously he was used to having his own 
way. He’d find out I was different. 

Right after that dance Jimmy disap- 


peared, I looked around for Roger but he 
was missing from the large living room. 
| joined a crowd of kids who were set- 
tling the race problem over highballs. A 
half hour passed and I became impa- 
tient. I'd promised Dad to be in by three 
and it was a long subway ride to Brook- 
lyn. I found Anne changing records on 
the record-player. 

““Where’s Roger, Anne?” I demanded. 

“Roger and Jimmy went into the kit- 
chen quite a while ago,” she told me. 
“You know what, honey? Jimmy’s fall- 
ing for you like a ton of bricks.” 

“That’s real sweet of him, darling,” 
| answered. “I’m sorry it isn’t mutual. 
| just don’t go for his type.” 

Anne glanced at me knowingly. 

“Then why get so excited,” she came 
back, “I just mentioned it. If it means 
anything to you, any one of these sweet 
young things at this party and lots of 
other places I know would drool to get 
a chance at that fine brown frame. What 
a frame and what talent.” 

“While you’re raving, dear, don't 
mind if I go look for Roger,” | an- 
swered. I hurried away, my heart pound- 
ing as I thought of what Anne had said 
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For what seemed like hours, Jimmy lay there in bed, 
smoking cigarette after cigarette and listening to the 
music. Then finally I heard him call my name huskily 
and apologize: “Baby, I guess it’s just in my blood 
wanting to be in the center of the spotlight.” 





about Jimmy falling for me. | didn’t 
want Anne to notice my ill-controlled 
and mixed feelings. 


FOUND Roger and Jimmy seated op- 


posite each other at the kitchen table. 
In between them was an almost empty 
fifth of scotch. I stared in astonishment. 
Roger was obviously in bad shape, his 
eyes shot with bleariness, a foolish smile 
on his face. 

“Yesshir.” he was 
thickly. “Good’s any pianist on stage 
any day. You should be on stage. Knock- 
in ’em dead. Yesshir, knockin’ ’em 
dead.” 

Jimmy, cold 
Roger like a cat watching his favorite 
mouse. Catching sight of me, Jimmy 


telling Jimmy 


sober, was watching 


shoved up from his chair. 
“Ready to go, honey?” he asked me. 
] ignored Jimmy. 


’ 


“Roger Martin,” I said accusingly. 
“You’re drunk.” 

Roger looked amiably insulted, then 
turned to Jimmy. 

“G’wan, take lil Brooklyn girlie home 
to poppa,” Roger said. Then he reached 


for the bottle. 


I whirled indignantly, went back into 
the living room and upstairs for my 
coat. All the while I was hoping that my 
independent attitude wouldn’t make 
Jimmy change his mind about taking 
me home. But I had no worry on this 
score. As I reached the second floor, 
Jimmy was right behind me. Smart alec, 
I thought. Getting Roger soused like 
that. But I wanted to laugh out loud. It 
was very funny and very flattering. 

I kept cold silence as Jimmy and I 
headed for the subway, he whistling with 
an infuriating unconcern for my quiet- 
ness. On the subway, I turned to him: 

“Do you always pull such dirty tricks 
to win a point?” I asked. 

“Never had to admitted 


Jimmy, chuckling. “Never met anyone 


before,” 


cute as you are.” 

Then he added: “Or as conceited.” 

After the first shock of this accusation, 
I burst out into uncontrolled laughter. 
Conceited! The same thought I’d had 
about him. Jimmy laughed right along 
with me—at what I couldn’t tell, but the 
happy, hearty time we had on the sub- 
way at 3:45 in the morning was the be- 


ginning of a whirlwind romance. 

It’s corny to say it had been love at 
first sight. But that is what it was for 
both of us. And when we arrived at my 
house it seemed perfectly natural being 
held close in Jimmy’s arms. His kiss was 
a burning demand and my own a soft, 
yielding promise. His firm hands ca- 
ressed me tenderly, making me forget 
everything else in the world. 

During the next few weeks when we 
saw each other almost every night, there 
were times when the seething passion 
within us all but possessed our wills, all 
but defeating our resolve to wait until 
we could belong to each other in the 
sight of God and man. We realized that 
we had to get married. Not because any- 
thing had happened, but because, as 
surely as night follows day, something 
would have happened. 

Dad _ didn’t 
begged me to wait until I was sure. But 
I was madly in love and so was Jimmy. 

My first misgivings came one night 
when Jimmy came over to the house to 
spend an evening with the family and 
get to know them better. During the 
course of the evening, I said proudly: 

“Mother, Dad. Jimmy plays so won- 
derfully. Do just one number for them, 
darling.” 

Jimmy did a smart series of numbers 
which made Dad shove out his bottom 
lip in approval. Mother looked tender 
and pleased. 

“You've certainly got ability there, 
son,” Dad congratulated my Jimmy, 
“What are you going to do with it?” 

“Thank you, sir,” Jimmy said hap- 
pily, a light of gratefulness in his eyes. 
“I’m thinking about trying to get a break 
with one of the big bands.” 

I stared at Jimmy in disbelief. He had 
never told me that. We had talked about 
his job at Macy’s in the shipping depart- 
ment, how we would budget and save 
and eventually buy a home on Long Is- 
land. Unconscious of my amazement, 
Jimmy and Dad talked on as through 
my mind raced tortured thoughts about 
show business. If Jimmy made good he’d 
be travelling on the road most of the 
time. There’d be other women idolizing 
the rich magic woven by his firm, strong 
hands and that straight, dark handsome- 
ness. I would lose him, I thought hys- 
terically. I resolved then and there that 
Jimmy would not go into show business. 
I would never (Continued on Page 68) 


approve and mother 








Gail helped Larry up the ladder of success but when he became a top- 


notch commercial photographer her suspicions of his late nights working 





with models got the best of her and almost cost her most precious possession 


COULD SENSE danger the minute the model sauntered 

into the studio, her hips swaying suggestively, and asked 
to see Larry. It was more than just wifely intuition. Every- 
thing about her warned me what to expect—her smug smile 
as she noted my pregnancy, her insolently raised eyebrows 
when Larry came out of the darkroom to meet her, her hand 
possessively on his arm as they left me sitting alone in the 
outer office—it all added up to trouble. 

To make matters worse, I was in no position to fight back. 
Bitterly, | gazed down at my stomach and tried to recall 
those distant days when I was a slim, carefree girl whose 
only ambition in life was to be her husband’s constant com- 
panion, whose only real happiness came from being with him 
always. I felt a faint stirring within me, low on the lefthand 
side of my abdomen, and what should have been joy at this 


16 


signal of new life was in reality another galling sign of my 
entrapment. 

To begin with, Larry and I had always been so completely 
happy together that I resented the intrusion of a third per: 
son—even our unborn child. And when I began to suspect 
that he had deliberately tricked me into having a baby, I be- 
came a bitter, vengeful woman. Blindly, I lashed out at the 
whole world in a futile attempt at retaliation and not only 
wrecked what had been an ideal marriage and drove my hus- 
band from me, but very nearly destroyed the new life that 
was part of me and the man I loved. . . . 


itl it was because Larry and I were too much in 
love, our marriage too perfect. I can’t remember a time 
when there was no Larry around to fasten on my roller 
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“Please, darling, I’m serious,” 
1 told him. “Let’s go back to 
Chicago—right now. | want to 


get married, Lartye : 














skates, mend a broken doll and carry my school books. It 
was Larry who took me to my first dance, who gave me my 
first kiss and who tenderly nourished the affection I felt for 
him into the love of a mature woman. So it was no surprise 
to those who knew us when we finally became Mr. and Mrs. 
Robbins. 

However, among our bunch in the newly built-up section 
of Chicago’s far southside we were never that formal—it was 
always Gail and Larry. Our wedding in a chapel on the Uni- 
versity of Chicago campus was a highlight of the social sea- 
son. The fellows from Larry’s fraternity and all my sorority 
sisters were there, as well as quite a few important profes- 
sional and business people. 

I remember how elegant Larry appeared, standing self- 
assuredly beside the minister and smiling at me as he waited 


for me to march down the aisle and join him at the altar. 
Tall and athletic and ruggedly handsome, he was the perfect 
mate for me, all our friends agreed. And whenever we were 
out together people turned to watch us—“a statuesque god- 
dess,” as Larry called me, and a young bronzed giant—both 
so much in love that it was written all over our faces. 

And we were always together—on the tennis courts in 
Washington Park, romping in the sand at the lake shore, or 
just strolling through Bronzeville. Larry was a photographer 
and Sundays we’d set out looking for interesting shots. Larry 
had a natural flair for the dramatic and his photographic 
composition and technique were tops. 

His decision to become a professional came two summers 
ago at a popular resort in Michigan, and as usual when it 
came to something concerning (Continued on Page 49) 





DARK 
SECRET 


When Professor Travers Hall fell in love with 
his student Laurette Ford, they thought that 
maybe they could fool the world by forgetting 
that she was Negro. But Laurette had to face a 


big decision when he refused to have any 


children lest their secret be uncovered 


yo FIERCELY-BEATING HEART and shaking 

fingers, I stood in my shabby bedroom on Lenox 
Avenue and tore open the envelope addressed to me, for 
I knew instinctively that it held a fateful letter. I'd re- 
ceived such envelopes before, heavily embossed with the 
insignia of the city university I was attending. They'd 
all contained information about classes or grades: this 
one was different. It was bringing me, I sensed, a white 
man’s reckless admission of violent love; reckless because 
it cut across his deepest prejudices and fears, violent be- 
cause it was so strong it had to be told. Slowly, I drew 
out the paper and read: “Darling Laurette, I love you— 
want you—desperately. Make your decision soon. Yours, 
Travers.” 

I crushed the letter in my hand, filled with a sensation 
of profound triumph. I, Laurette Ford, daughter of a 
Negro charwoman, had wrung this confession from Trav- 
ers Hall, white scion of a prominent and distinguished 
New England family and a professor at the university 
where I was studying to become a social worker. This 
man, who with his tantalizing physique and brilliant 
mind, could have had any white girl he wanted, had 
chosen me to love. 

I thought back to the chain of events which had linked 
my destiny to his. It had started with my mother’s 
dream to give me a college education and secure a pro- 
fession for me. She’d spent her life working in office 
buildings, emptying trash baskets and scrubbing miles of 
floors until her back was permanently bent and her fin- 
gers gnarled from constant contact with soap and water. 
She wanted to save me from the bitter struggle she’d 
known, and felt that through education | could lift my- 
self out of our poverty-stricken (Continued on Page 46) 





‘I've deceived you, Travers. I’ve let you go on thinking that I 

helonged to all the things you've talked about in your world. Of 

urse, you never asked, and I never bothered to tell you, but 
1 am a Negro.” 
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| FAMILY HONOE 









| Pee at the girl as she sat on the edge of the bed, 

stripped off her stockings and carefully rolled them into 
a filmy ball, it was easy to see how my kid brother had gone 
overboard for her. It was a good thing, I congratulated 
myself, that I’d arrived in time. Randy wasn’t dry behind 
the ears yet and he’d be putty in the hands of a scheming 
woman like Rhoda. 

She fussed with the buttons on her blouse and I noticed 
she deliberately kept her eyes averted. How many other 
men had seen her as I’m seeing her now? I wondered and 
the thought sent a sudden pang of new and unexplained 
emotions through me. How many other hotel rooms had 





she been in? 

lo my astonishment as I looked into her face, her eyes 
were wide with panic. Her lips quivered tremulously and 
is her eyelids shut, a tear rolled out to the tips of the silken 
lashes. 

For the first time since the whole business began, I| felt 
ome misgivings, doubt assailed my mind. Then I remem- 
bered my mother’s desperate appeal for help to free Randy 
rom the spell this lovely creature had cast over him. I had 
o go through with it, even though now, at the crucial mo- 
ient, I'd begun to feel some qualms about doing such a 
cold-blooded, carefully plotted thing. 

Rhoda’s lips parted in a self-conscious smile. “Is this 
hat you want?” she murmured, and somehow, the sound 
f her husky' voice was like a signal, sending the blood racing 
hrough my veins, arousing primitive passions that refused 

to be quieted. I’m doing this for Randy, I told myself, as 

moved toward Rhoda. But the first touch of her soft, 
trembling flesh drove the thought of all else from my mind 
und only the rapture of love remained as my hungry lips 
ought and captured hers... 


HAD the whole plan worked out in my mind by the time 
the sleek airliner swooped over the skyscrapers of Chicago. 
90 when we landed at the airport, I rushed into the terminal, 
vhere Mother had said she’d be waiting, and hastened to 
ut her mind at ease. 

“You've no idea how relieved I am to see you, Charles,” 
Vlother said, kissing me sedately on the cheek. “Your broth- 

is so taken in by this woman he absolutely refuses to 


ome 


sten to reason.” 
[his thing has really got you upset,” I remarked. “Are 
yu sure it’s as bad as all that? After all, Randy is a pretty 
el-headed guy.” 
Mother dabbed at her eyes as we walked to the parking 
“It’s that woman!” she said bitterly. “And your brother 
tually had the nerve to bring her to the house.” 
She didn’t swing from the chandeliers, did she?” 
“This is no joking matter, Charles! She was quite civil- 





ized, but I was a wreck by the time the evening was over.” 

“I think I’d better drive,” I told her, tossing my bag on 
the back seat. “You'll get to thinking about Miss What's 
Her Name and—” 

“Her name is Rhoda!” Mother explained as | eased into 
the speeding traffic and headed toward home. “Rhoda Mason, 
She’s cheap, she’s common and I’m positive she’s after Ran- 
dolph only for what she thinks she can get out of him.” 

“And where can | get a look at Miss Mason?” 

“She’s a manicurist in the barbershop near the Pershing 
Hotel. But for heavens sake, don’t let your brother suspect 
why I brought you here,” she cautioned. “He thinks that 
girl with her accent is an angel. (Continued on Page 54) 












































AOS Oru Mmititiome lic millemiCneste 
on a mission to rescue his brother Randy 


from manicurist Rhoda’s charms, he worked out a 


neat scheme to break up the romance but was surprised 


to find himself nabbed by the love trap he had set 
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deeving u¥ register as “Mr.-and Mrs. John Smith” and going up 
to a hotel room together would certainly bring my brother to his 
: senses. Surely he wasn’t that trusting! ke 


Henry LeTang massages legs of pupil 





BY 
HENRY 
LeTANG 


ANCING is my business. For over 20 years I have danced 

for a living all over this country, in night clubs and 
theatres, from San Francisco’s Golden Gate to Broadway. 
Dancing is in my blood. It gets you after a while, and no 
matter what happens to you it stays with you. I have never 
grown tired of dancing for it represents to me the finest form 
of relaxation known to man as well as the most highly- 
developed art. 

My years in the dancing field have been doubly rewarding, 
for not only have I achieved a fair success as a performer 
and choreographer, but I have been able to spread my talent 
around by teaching hundreds of people how to dance. For 
the last 13 years I have concentrated on teaching dancing and 








Students line up to learn new step from Henry LeTang. Out of 2,000 students he has taught in 13 years, 60 per cent were white. 


I have gotten more kicks this way than I ever thought 
possible. 

Some of Broadway’s most distinguished names come to my 
studios in search of a new dance routine, or merely to gain 
that flexibility of body so essential to an actor or singer. I 
suppose my customers during the last five years have in- 
cluded a roster of the nation’s leading dancers and a score 
of promising performers who have since entered the big 
money. My customers include some of the world’s most 
beautiful chorus girls. I have taught nearly half of the 
world-famous Rockettes of Radio City Music Hall fame some- 
thing about the art of the dance. Many of the Gae Foster 
girls of the Roxy Theatre’s chorus line have been my pupils. 


Beauty and glamor have crowded into my studios month 
after month. Lena Horne came to me in 1946 to learn body 
movement. 

“What?” I exclaimed. “You need body movement?” | 
had known Lena years back when she was a struggling 
dancer and later a vocalist with the Charlie Barnet band, and 
we were close enough to talk to each other like old chums. 

“| haven’t done any serious dancing in years, Henry,” 


Lena said. “I came to you because I want you to show me 
how to handle my body when I sing.” Lena explained that 
she realized that her new singing style required more ani- 
mation but she wanted authentic movements. “Nothing 
phony,” she warned, smiling sweetly. 











Most of today’s top singers have real- 
ized the need for better body movement 
which, after all, rarely comes naturally, 
but has to be studied and painstakingly 
practiced. Lena’s dancing experience had 
started in the old Cotton Club where she 
was a member of its famed chorus line. 
Now she is at the top of her field, one of 
the world’s most sought-after singers. 
I’m terribly proud of Lena, for she has 
worked like a beaver to get to the top. 
Nothing has come easy to her. She is 
one of the few dancers I know who be- 
ame a successful singer, and this re- 
juired a lot of tough work. But Lena is 
a conscientious gal who is not afraid of 
labor. 

She came to my studios three times a 
veek for six weeks. She was always on 
ime and took the instruction seriously. 

“Gosh, isn’t dancing hard work,” she 
nce exclaimed. But she went on prac- 

sing her routines until she knew them 
ackwards. It took discipline but Lena 
is a whole lot of that. I consider her 

1e of the loveliest pupils I have ever 
1ught, and one of the quickest to absorb 

y teaching. 

(nother famous singer who took les- 

ns from me was Billie Holiday, the 
ultry and sensuous “Lady Day” whose 
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Surrounded by class of students, Henry LeTang supervises conditioning exercise. He had done choreography for several shows. 


life is a modern-day legend. In 1948 


while we were both working at the old 
Club Ebony on Broadway, Billie decided 
she wanted to learn a little dancing too 
“just for kicks and maybe to streamline 
my body a bit.” I didn’t take Billie seri- 
ously at first, but after a while I realized 
she meant it and worked out a schedule 
of instruction which took place in the 
club after work each morning. We had 
a lot of fun dancing often until the sun 
came up. 

Billie’s prodigious energy amazed me. 
Billie is a fairly heavy girl, but she 
moves remarkably well for her size. She 
is a very fluid type. I enjoyed teaching 
her because she was so appreciative. 
“You’ve got a whole lot of courage try- 
ing to teach a big girl like me how to 
dance,” she told me jestingly. Actually, 
it doesn’t take courage to teach a charm- 
ing and appreciative person like Billie. 
It is a pleasure from beginning to end. 


’"M PROUD of the part I played in the 

career of Betty Hutton. She is one of 
the many big stars whom I worked with 
before they achieved stardom. When 
Betty first walked into the studios, she 
was a wispy little blonde kid of 17. She 
had just left the Vincent Lopez band 
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with which she had been featured vocal- 
ist. As a singer she had shown extra- 
ordinary promise and an unusual style 
characterized by furious gestures. This 
little bundle of dynamic energy seemed 
headed for big things. 

One day her mother brought her in to 
see me. “I want you to work with Betty,” 
she said. “I think you can help her a 
lot.” Betty stood there smiling and fidg- 
eting nervously while her mother talked 
to me. Betty’s problem, her mother said, 
was to bring her nervous gestures into 
some kind of ordered style. What was 
needed was dance training to give mean- 
ing and control to the restless, nervous, 
singing style of a youngster who pos- 
sessed a fine natural talent. 

That was my assignment. Betty was a 
highly excitable child who had more en- 
ergy than any six male dance instructors 
I could name. She was tireless and enthu- 
siastic. For a while she led me a merry 
dance until | began to understand her 
personality. Then we got along beauti- 
fully. Improving the girl’s body move- 
ment was made easier because she had a 
natural sense of rhythm. I remember 
one day a famous Negro drummer 
walked into the studio while Betty was 
practicing. She was doing a tap routine 
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Form of dancers is closely checked by LeTang while holding one of his students. In his 


and performing superbly. 

“Jeepers, what a terrific beat that kid 
has got,” the drummer said. “Who the 
hell is she?” I told him her name was 
Betty Hutton. 

“Never heard of her,” the drummer 
said, and walked out with a shrug. 

I realized though that here was the 
stuff of which great talent is made. Betty 
learned fast and was creative too. She 
was full of new ideas for dances which 
she combined with her fine comic sense 
to produce routines of startling original- 
ity. Shortly after she concluded her train- 
ing under my supervision she left for 
Hollywood and a film contract. The rest 
is history. 

Probably the most schooled dancer 
ever to work with me was Vera Zorina 
of ballet fame. In addition to being one 
of my favorite dancers, Vera happens to 
be one of my most receptive ex-clients. 
It happened in a curious way in 1945 
while I was associated with the Broad- 
way musical, Dream With Music. Vera’s 
former husband, George Balanchine, had 
asked me to stage the dances for the 
show, which flattered me greatly. I ac- 
cepted the job and went to work plan- 
ning dance numbers for the show. 

One of my projects was to conceive 
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and stage a five-minute routine for Vera 
Zorina which was called “Chinese Boo- 
gie.” It turned out to be the most ex- 
acting single routine I had ever worked 
on up till then. To perfect the dance 
Vera and I worked furiously for four 
full weeks. I must frankly admit that I 
was exhausted after the second week. 
Vera’s energy was a thing of wonder. 
“That woman is inhuman,” I told a 
dancer in the show. “She works like no 
man I have ever seen.” 

Vera was tireless, eager and an acute 
learner. She had been reared in the de- 
manding school of the classical ballet 
and was unfamiliar with popular dance 
styles. However, she quickly caught the 
feel of jazz and soon was dancing to jazz 
rhythms like a veteran trouper. “I love 
this jazz,” she used to tell me. “It gives 
me a kick.” She enjoyed the experience 
and told me why. “As a ballet dancer I 
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was taught not to use my hips. We dance 
without hip movements. This is the first 
time I have had a chance to move my 
hips freely and I just adore it. Show me 
some more!” It was a joy teaching jazz 


movements to an artist so delightful and 
so brilliant. 

I once taught Clifton Webb a soft shoe 
routine which he used in the Broadway 





office LeTang is picture of a businessman. 


musical, At Home Abroad. | was really 
a substitute teacher, since Clifton had 
originally asked another dancer, Frank 
Allen, who happened to be a dear friend 
of mine, to teach him the routine. Frank 
had to leave the city for an engagement 
but recommended me for the job. He 
introduced me to the elegantly dressed 
Clifton Webb. 

Webb smiled at me, waved his cane 
in the air with a grandiloquent gesture 
and said very crisply, “Come to my place 
tomorrow afternoon and we'll see how 
much you can teach me.” He gave me a 
Park Avenue address. For the next sev- 
eral weeks I journeyed to Clifton’s fabu- 
lous Park Avenue apartment and danced 
all over the spacious living room floor 
which we always cleared of carpets and 
chairs before starting the lessons. 

“Say, you're pretty good,” Clifton 
shouted at me one day after going 
through two hours of heavy footwork to- 
gether. “Think I’ve got a future in show 
business? Be frank, now, and tell the 
truth.” I modestly said that I was sure 
he would succeed in his chosen profes- 
sion. 

Clifton actually was far from a be- 
ginner. For a (Continued on Page 52) 
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Linda and Lex found a passionate love to destroy the myth 


that the Howland women could not hold their men. But then when Lex 


suddenly had to leave and then never returned, Linda 


was convinced that she would be an old maid 


Y LIPS still throbbing with the sweet violence of his 

kisses, I pulled myself out of Jim’s arms and ran up 
the stairs, but not before his crisp, sure words reached me: 
“You can’t run away forever, Linda! You can’t love a 
ghost forever!” 

Upstairs in the quiet, familiar safety of my room, I| sat 
by the open window while the June wind brushed gently 
through the trees and moonlight wrote a bright legend of 
promise across the darkness. 

Was Jim Reynolds right? Was it fear and not love that 
kept me a prisoner in my own private, sheltered little world 
for the past three years? Was Lex Adams just a ghost? A 
memory I clung to because | was afraid—afraid | couldn't 
hold a man? 

Strange that Jim’s words should have awakened a pro- 
phetic warning that lay buried deep in my heart for so many 
years. 

“We Howland women can’t hold our men!” 

Slowly my mind drifted back and I remembered the day, 
the hour, the very moment I first heard the grim warning 
screamed through the tears and heartbreak of another 
woman who had loved and lost. 

It was one of those perfect October days, sunny, tangy, 
with russet leaves crackling across the ground and blue and 
pink puffs rolling across the sky. Apple in one hand, skip- 
ping rope in the other, I ran through the garden looking for 
mother and Aunt Emma who had come from Chicago to 
visit us. Suddenly, I stopped near the giant elm tree. In 
front of me, on the wicker bench, mother sat her arm about 
my sobbing aunt. 

“You don’t know what it’s like, Vi!” my aunt cried. “You 
don’t know how awful it is to be an old maid! How lonely! 
How terribly lonely!” 

“Emma, don’t give way so,” my mother pleaded. “You’re 
still young. Some day you'll meet a nice, fine man.” 

“It’s too late, Vi. I’m too old. Sue was lucky—lucky she 
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died soon after Bert left her. . 1 wish I were dead!” 

I was eight and it was my first taste of grownup tragedy. 
Silently I gripped the rope so the rough cord pierced my 
fingers. Fearfully 1 watched my aunt, face flushed, hair 
disarranged, stare down at my mother. Her frantic words 
rang through the garden. “It’s like a curse. The Howland 
women can’t hold their men. Promise me, Vi, that you 
won’t let it happen to Linda. You must teach her poise, 
confidence—make her marry young. . .” 

Even after they had gone into the house, I leaned against 
the tree and remembered how sadly my parents always 
talked about Dad’s sisters. “They just don’t seem to have 
any luck with men,” I heard Mom say more than once. 

But in the busy, exciting, miraculous world of childhood, 
grown-up trouble and despair make but a fitful and fleeting 
impression. During the next few years I had almost com- 
pletely forgotten the tragic scene I had witnessed in the 
garden. That is, until my 11th year and Blanche Thorton’s 
birthday party. 

All morning mother made me practice over and over the 
birthday poem she had taught me to recite. “Now remem- 
ber, Linda, make a curtsy, smile nicely, and recite with 
lots of expression.” 

“But Mommy,” I protested, “I—I don’t want to recite. 
I want to have fun.” 

For an instant her hand tightened on the ribbon she was 
plaiting into my hair. I winced at the painful pull. Then 
mother spoke in a soothing voice. “Now, Linda, it’s for 
your own good. Mommy wants you to be popular at par- 
ties. You don’t want to be left out of things, do you?” 

I shook my head unable to answer because of the lump 
that suddenly seemed to grow in my throat at the thought 
of my coming ordeal. ' 

True to the promise I made mother, while the children 
were playing games on the terrace, I went up to Mrs. Thor- 
ton. Together with Janie Thomas’ (Continued on Page 61) 
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I AM quite convinced that there were a great many elements 
in my favor in addition to my ability and appearance 

that got me a movie contract from Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 

If ability and appearance are all a Negro girl needs to get a 

motion picture contract, the studios could sign thousands of 

them. In fact, any talent scout who would take the time to 

visit “Colored America” would find an endless array of them 
—with no trouble at all. 

However, my agent was the ideal person to do that difficult 
selling job. He was very active, he had faith in his clients, 
and he had had years of experience in dealing with reluctant 
white managers. Once he’d gotten the proper appointments 
in the studios, he knew just how to use the kind of reception 
the audience and critics had given me at Cafe Society. 1 am 
sure he must have made that section of Hollywood which is 
constantly on the lookout for talent that is “new” and “dif- 
ferent” aware of the notice I had just received in Harper’s 
Bazaar: 

“Her voice is like dark honey in Gershwin’s Summertime. 
She makes Daddy sound as though she were a modern De- 
lilah, bent on the ruin of a Wall Street Samson.” 
30 






Lena met present husband, musician Lennie Hayton, at MGM studios. 
She tells how he wooed her in this final installment of her story. 
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The comment ran beneath a flattering picture of me ina ® 
most effective Cafe Society sefting. 

Then, too, at M-G-M, he met Roger Eden, an assistant 
producer who had seen me at Cafe Society and had urged 
the studio to add me to its contract players when he returned: 
to Hollywood. So my name and background were familiar 
producer Arthur Freed when my agent came in to discuss mé 

And yet even these advantages might not have been sufik 
cient to produce that contract for me. There had been many” 
other Negroes with much greater reputations than mine— 
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artists who had had an equal amount of praise in the pres 





and considerably more acclaim from the public. But they 
hadn’t been offered contracts. I am sure that the times we 
were living in had a profound effect on my career, for I was’ 






being presented to the motion picture industry when the agt 





tation for equal rights for my people had reached a new peak. 





For years the Negro press, Negro movie fans and organiz 
tions like the National Association for the Advancement of 
Colored People and the National Urban League had been 


campaigning for jobs for Negroes in the motion picture it 



















Star tells how she won acclaim in 
movies and met her second husband, 


Lennie Hayton, while working on set 
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OWN STORY 


As Told To Helen Arstein and Carlton Moss 


Co-starring with the late Bill Robinson, Lena was big hit in musical Stormy Weather. She has quit MGM studios because they did not 
give her any but singing roles. She hopes to get straight roles in films soon, as well as own television program. 
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dustry and for a more honest portrayal of Negro characters 
on the screen. The war brought our injustices into sharper 
focus, and many white people, among them men and women 
who had had very little ideas of our difficulties in the past, 
had joined in the fight to bring Negroes into the mainstream 
of American life. In fact, it was just about this time that 
Wendell Willkie came to Hollywood with Walter White, head 
of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored 
People, where he made an eloquent plea for a revision of 
Hollywood’s approach to Negroes as people. 

And yet, despite all this, my father was deeply concerned 
when I called him to tell him I had just been signed to a 
seven-year Hollywood contract. Instead of offering congrat- 
ulations, he took the first plane for Hollywood for the pur- 
pose of questioning the studio about the kind of roles I was 
to play. 

“This is wonderful for you,” he told me as we went to the 
studio together. “I’m glad for you because you’ve worked 
hard and you deserve something like this. We’re proud of 
you, and what you tell me sounds fine. But while their inten- 
tions may be very good, they don’t always understand how 
we feel about things. It’s better to straighten it out before- 
hand, because I don’t want you coming up on the screen in 
any of those idiot roles!” 

Arthur Freed, one of the top musical directors, and Sam 
Katz, who was then an M-G-M vice-president, granted his 
request for an interview. And when we were ushered into 
that sumptuous office, I was deeply proud of my father. The 
presence of those men and that overwhelming atmosphere 
was enough to silence me. But my father seemed completely 
at ease. He was no more awed by our surroundings than by 
the fact that I was the first Negro woman to have been signed 
by any studio. And he presented his case with poise and tact. 

“‘We don’t object to menial roles,” he explained to the pro- 
ducers. “But we do object to the suggestion that all our peo- 
ple are as menial in spirit as in the work so many of us are 
forced to do.” 

And then, he asked the producers how they intended to 
present me. 

With a sincerity which matched his own, they told my 
father that he had nothing to fear. They would present me 
on the screen just as I had made my reputation—in settings 
which would be in the best of taste. 

This assurance was what he had come to hear. He thanked 
them and, that same afternoon, returned to Pittsburgh. 


A the studio had seen fit to sign me, I was an 

unknown quantity to the motion picture colony and to 
the great mass of the American movie-going public. So the 
studio thought it wise to introduce me to both by permitting 
me to fulfill my agreement to appear at Felix Young’s Little 
Troc. 





This tiny place had the quality of a jewel-box. Located 
it was on Sunset Strip, home of the “best clubs” in the cip 
it attracted the most glittering names in the film colony. Ay 
while I was given second billing to Katherine Dunham 
her dance group, it was the ideal place for me to make ; 
debut. 

The fact that it was too small for a microphone was def, 
nitely in my favor. How grateful I was then to Lew Leslie 
who had gone to such pains to teach me to use my voice with 
out a mike. For in this era of elaborate sound systems an 
microphones, such an accomplishment is sure to arouse; 
great deal of comment. 

Then, too, I’d had the great piece of luck to persuade Phi 
Moore to work with me as my accompanist. I had met Phi 
on the set of The Duke Is Tops, when he was fresh fron 
University of Washington music school, and I had been ver 
impressed by his fresh, highly individual touch. In the inter. 
vening years, he had done a great deal of composing and 
arranging for the studios and had made quite a name for 
himself. 

His personality was exactly what I needed. Phil is a very 
calm, easy-going young fellow, a conscientious worker anda 
very keen observer. He has a kind of instinctive sureness 
about him, as though he always knows exactly what is right 
and how to go about it. In preparing my arrangements, he 
constantly added touches that I thought were very daring 
and would never have had the courage to try. But when | 
questioned them anxiously during a rehearsal, Phil would 
say, “Let’s try it. The only way you can prove whether it 
will work is to give it a chance.” 

Practically every time, his innovations—a pause, a kind 
of timing, an unusual use of melody—were right. 

From the time our rehearsals began, I was glad Phil had 
agreed to work with me. I needed someone with his experi- 








ence and understanding. For, as always, my confidence de 
serted me and, as the opening approached, I was deathly 
afraid that I wouldn’t be able to live up to the build-up the 
studio was giving me. 

Phil, on the other hand, anticipated our opening with his 
usual quiet calm. When we discussed it, it was obvious to me 
that Phil was deeply aware of its importance. Not only be- 
cause we would be the first Negroes to appear on Sunset 
Strip, but because of the precedent my contract could estab- 
lish in the formerly impregnable picture industry. 

So we made a fine working team . . . and our date was 
very successful. 

But it was not until two weeks after we opened that I real- 
ized just how successful we had been. For while this intimate 
place was just about perfect for one singer, it was much too 
small to show off a dance group to good advantage. So the 
Dunham dance group left after the first two weeks, and I 
was the only entertainer the cafe offered. 


I had some very anxious moments then, but to my surprise, — 
people continued to fill the place night after night. I was very — 


pleased. It had been my experience—and has always been 
since—that people who earn their living in the theatre make 
the most attentive and appreciative audience one can possibly 
have. Nevertheless, I found it deeply gratifying to discover 
that I could hold this sophisticated audience—and in a new 


club, too. This gave me the encour- (Continued on Page 74) 
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a HE GLORIOUS MONTH of 
‘stems ani May is ushered in by a host 
) arouses of wonderful traditions such as - FREDA DeKNIGHT 
May Poles, May baskets and the Home Service Director 
suade Phi crowning of the Queen of May : 
met Phi but best of all with a wonderful 
resh fron spirit of gaiety and festivity. 
been ver With summer around the corner 
the inter Sundays in the park or long 
osIng and weekends in the country are 
name for again a regular delight and the 
calendar begins to get filled up 
is a very with dates for showers and wed- 
ker anda dings. This is the season when 
sureness everyone comes completely out 
t is right of their cocoon and gets into the 
nents, he swing of zestful living again. It 
y daring is the time for new dresses and } 
t when | new draperies, for experiments 
il would with new dishes in the kitchen 
hether it and a new hair-do at the beauty 
shop. Some new ideas for May- 
, a kind time are presented on the fol- 
lowing pages. 
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| arenes BRIDE wants to remember the joyous event of a 
shower before her marriage, and she is very lucky when 
she has enough friends to shower her with useful gifts for 
her new home. All brides dream of starting to keep house 
with an unlimited supply of everything, but this is impossible 
unless friends give lots of showers, and gifts are plentiful. 
The shower may be of the miscellaneous type or limited 
to one thing, such as linen, lingerie, hankies, kitchen gadgets 
and numerous other items a bride would find useful. Indi- 
vidual gifts are usually preferred but it is correct for a group 
to go in together and buy whatever they feel is extra special. 
The important factor in planning a shower as in all party 
giving is organization. Decide what kind of shower it is to 
be. The bride’s mother or closest friend can help you with 
this decision. Next draw up your guest list, and above all, 
remember to invite just close friends of the bride or family 
since showers are personal. 

Depending upon the time most suitable to the guests, a 
shower may be a luncheon, a dinner, a buffet supper or a 
cocktail party. The invitations should be sent out far enough 
in advance to give the guest time to purchase a nice gift and 
give thought to doing it. Printed invitations are used, but it 
is much more fun when the hostess thinks up some clever 
idea and makes the invitation herself. Surprise affairs are 
swell, but it’s only fair to let the bride know she is going 
some place special so she can at least be dressed. 


Lovely heart-shaped shower cake, made from Duffs 
Cake Mix, frosted in delicate pink butter icing with a 
ruching of deeper pink roses is easy to make and 
attractive to serve. 





Shower For The Bride 













The presentation of the gifts depends on what they ; 
Unusual ideas may be worked out, such as decorating th 
kitchen with all the kitchen gifts, or filling a dresser drawer 
with lingerie. Most certainly, for a well-planned successfy| 
shower, the gifts should be delivered at the hostess’ home in 
advance. This gives her time to do clever things and plan 
unique presentations. , 

Plan a delectable menu, one the bride can recall with a 
pleasant memories, and one you can prepare with the facil. x 
ties in your home. Plan a color scheme for all your decors. oy 
tion and if possible plan the food to coincide with this. There 
is nothing more attractive than a shower with matching food | © if 
and decorations. This is simple to do with lovely salads and 
one-plate luncheons, and with such things as Dennison’: 
paper decorations. 

Table decorations may be especially designed to fit the 
shower. Baskets of spring flowers or graceful figurines com- 
bined with flowers make a nice setting. Paper umbrellas, tiny 
brides and two hearts with arrows are all acceptable for the 
occasion. Everything from the candy to the cocktail can fit 
into a color scheme. You'll be surprised what you can do 
with paper doilies, ribbons, bows and paste. 

Be correct in giving your affair. Don’t do what you think 
is right but rather be sure. There are enough sources to 
draw on for information so that you can’t help but be correct. 
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Gifts for the guest of honor can be arranged into a charming centerpiece, topped with a cute doll bride. Fresh rose buds and orange 
blossoms tied with narrow ribbon are excellent for favors. Lovely linen, china and Youth pattern in flatware complete setting. 


Assortment of clever ideas in place cards, centerpieces and favors Colorful table setting is given neat touch with Dennison large 
can easily be made for the shower table from Royal lace paper. decorative umbrella with white paper doily ruffles. 





HAIR 


Happy Medium & 
In Hair Length® 


Deuce the month of May and women 

invariably yearn for something new 
to perk up their feminine spirits .. . 
a new suit, blouse, something for the 
house, or a new hairdo. Of them all a 
flattering new hairdo is perhaps the most 
certain morale builder. With Spring- 
time hairdos becoming and feminine, 
they are sure to lure attention. 

Since the three to four inch bob could 
not be renounced in favor of longer 
tresses, hair length will be versatile 
enough this season to allow for changes 
in mood or fancy. What is called the 
“happy medium” length for hair can be 
a source of real attractiveness. 

Simplicity and consistent femininity 
will be the trend in Spring hair styles, 
forecasts Glenna Powell of Cleveland, 
Ohio, whose staff of a half-dozen opera- 
tors set the hair style pace in Cleveland. 
They are constantly busy with appoint- 
ments of fashion-conscious women like 
those in the pictures on this page. 


Glenna Powell finishes off a new hairdo in 
her shop with soft curls. 


Miss Swank is an exciting new hairdo that will glamorize every deb, careerist, or young- 
hearted woman. Hair is combed back severely and softened at back with clustre of curls. 


Campus Bound is chic, sleek style designed 
for the very discriminating young miss. 
Short bangs and curls frame the face. 


The Deb has whisper of a wave beautifully 
designed of lovely curls to bring new 
beauty. Streak of grey highlights hairdo. 
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YOUNG SECRETARY went to her 

doctor to be cured of an ugly itchy 
eruption on her hands. Aside from be- 
ing uncomfortable, the condition marred 
her otherwise attractive appearance. Her 
work brought her hands into close view 
of the public which she served. There 
were many questioning glances and even 
signs of fear that she might have a 
catching disease. 

She told the doctor that originally the 
eruption was usually worse the first part 
of each week and that it subsided con- 
siderably after five or six days. Lately, 
however, the weekend respites were less 
and less and her suffering and incon- 
venience more intense. 

The first thing the doctor asked her to 
do was to make a complete and detailed 
record for a week of everything she did, 
everything she handled, everything she 
ate or drank. From this diary he learned 
that she lived a rather routine monoto- 
nous life with little variation from day 
to day. However, each Sunday, a day 
of more leisure, she regularly sham- 
pooed her hair, polished her fingernails, 
and washed her week’s accumulation of 
nylons. Correlating this weekend ac- 
tivity with her fresh outbreaks on Mon- 
day, he asked her to bring to the office 
a small sample of her shampoo, nail 
polish, and the detergent used to wash 
stockings. A drop of these were placed 


Allergies can be cause of much discomfort and nervous stress. 








By Dr. Julian Lewis 


on her arm and strapped in place with 
adhesive tape. At the end of one day 
he examined the skin where the mate- 
rials rested and found that under the 
shampoo and detergent the skin was un- 
affected but under the nail polish it was 
red, swollen and itchy. Having this in- 
formation the doctor told her to change 
the brand of nail polish. He treated the 
existent inflammation and in a little 
while her hands were as smooth and 
attractive as ever. 

This young lady was allergic to her 
nail polish. Allergy is a very common 
condition, much more common than the 
public suspects. It can not only affect 
the skin but almost every organ in the 
body. It is the basis of many diseases. 
The list of conditions where there is 
suspicion that allergy is involved is in- 
creasing. 

The secretary was surprised to find 
that the nail polish was the cause of her 
allergy because she had used it for sev- 
eral years without any trouble. Her 
astonishment was justified since this is 
a remarkable and little understood fact 
about allergy. A person may safely han- 
dle a substance for a long time. Then 
without any explanation an allergy de- 
velops. What happens within the body 
that suddenly converts a harmless sub- 
stance into a rank poison is the subject 
of much speculation and extensive re- 


HEALTH 


What’s 
Behind 


Allergies 





search work with little result. 

What we know about allergy began 
about fifty years ago at Johns Hopkins 
Hospital where a scientist, trying to per- 
fect a serum for diphtheria, injected 
some of his serum into a guinea pig. 
The animal was unharmed. Because 
guinea pigs were expensive, the scien- 
tist used the animal again for a similar 
experiment. This time, however, it died 
in a few seconds although it was in- 
jected with the same serum and in the 
same amount. Something had happened 
to the animal as the result of the first 
injection that made it fatally susceptible 
to an otherwise safe serum. This phe- 
nomenon was considered a_ scientific 
curiosity without any practical signifi- 
cance. Later, it was found that what 
happened in guinea pigs can and did 
happen in human beings. Under cer- 
tain but unknown conditions people can 
be sensitized by contact with a harm- 
less substance so that to them it no 
longer is harmless but a highly virulent 
poison. We now know this changed re- 
activity as allergy. 

The condition with which the secre- 
tary suffered as the result of an allergy 
to nail polish is called a contact dermati- 
tis because, as the name implies, a sub- 
stance which she handled was involved. 
Instead of her nail polish it might have 
been her sham- (Continued on Page 82) 
































BEAUTY 
Keep Your Hands 


Young With 
Pretty Nails 


RETTY, WELL-CARED-FOR HANDS are the mark of a 

fastidious woman. They say that she is aware of the impres. 
sion her hands can make on her public. She knows a well. 
manicured hand always makes a good impression. 

A beautifully-dressed woman without smooth hands and care. 
fully-manicured nails is like an automobile without gasoline. It 
can’t get her anywhere. And who doesn’t want to make a hit 
with her best beau? Even women who were born beautiful, 
like Mrs. Marva Louis Spaulding, stick to a basic routine for 
charming, lovely-looking hands. 

The requisites for beautiful hands and nails are simple. It 
doesn’t matter if the hands are too chubby, too thin, too long, 
or too short, nor whether the nails are large, flat, small, or 
round, they can still be beautiful. 

Since a woman’s hands age earlier than her face, she can 
keep them young only by constant care. This aging doesn’t just 
happen. It’s because hands are more frequently in and out of 





water than the face, and strong soaps and detergents help 





Marea Louis Spaulding ia methealant th care of ther walls, shows roughen and age them. Constant application of oils and lotions 


in pictures on this page how she does nails and displays fin- ‘to the hands and a careful manicure at least once a week will 
ished results above. Nail polish matches shade of lipstick. keep them young and beautiful. 





] Remove old polish with small piece of 2 With an emery board, file nails from 3 To make nails glossy and stimulate cir- 
cotton dampened with remover. side to center. Keep nails rounded. culation, buff them with powder. 


a See 





Soak fingertips in warm soapy water 5 Dry hands and rub cuticle cream Use cuticle remover and _ cotton- 
five minutes, then scrub with brush. around nail. Use firm motion. wrapped stick to push back cuticle. 
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7 To take away remaining oil and water, 
wipe nails with polish remover. 


is oS 
8 Apply a base coat of colorless nail 
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enamel and give plenty of time to dry. 


New Beauty Routine Quickly 
Helps Skin Look Softer, 
Smoother, Lovelier ! 

No need for a lot of elaborate preparations 

. no complicated rituals! With just one 
dainty, snow-white cream — greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema—you can help Fond rob- 

ov 


lem skin look softer, smoother an ier! 


Apply favorite nail enamel, first a thin The way ad WIS HS as Cay ot washing 
coat and then slightly heavier coat. al face. It’s the Noxzema Home Facial, 
described at the right. Developed by a 

doctor, in clinical tests it helped 4 out of 5 
women, with problem skin, to look lovelier! 


See how it can help you! 


With this doctor’s Facial, you “creamw: 
to glowing cleanliness—without any dry, 
drawn feeling afterwards. You give skin the 
all-day protection of a greaseless powder 
base . . . the all-night aid of a medicated 
cream that helps heal*, soften and smooth. 
*externally-caused blemish 





” 


Blemishes*. “I found medicated Noxzema excellent for helpin: 
to heal some blemishes* I had,” says Eileen Mills of New York, “an 
it’s been my regular all-around beauty cream for years. I use it daily— 
to cleanse, as my powder base and overnight cream.” 










Md.—and get your money back. 





Save this! Follow Noxzema‘s 
Home Facial as an aid to a 
lovelier-looking complexion! 


Meraning—Apply Nox- 
zema. Wels deen 
pose I - r= spre fi as 
you with soa 

water. No dry, drawn feeli lor 
wards! Now, smooth on a light film 
of Sreaseless Noxzema for a protec- 

tive powder base. 


- How cl 

= — ew Gee ‘it 
eels! See h P 
washed away make-u soaulilieae 
harsh rubbing! Now, li htly mas- 
sage Noxzema into skin to help 
ishes® to help — extra over blem- 
Haney Bock Offer! If this 

ome Facial doesn’t help skin 
look lovelier in 10 days, return 
your jar to Noxzema, Baltimore, 

















NOXZEMA cram 


li . . ; . ‘ . : 5 
with thumb of other hand. | Like Ow Augel of Mercy to your Akin. 





10 Wipe 








AT ANY DRUG 
OR COSMETIC COUNTER 


40¢, 60¢, $1.00°:: 
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By Dr. Edward W. Beasley : 

I [LL AND MARY SMITH are not particularly super- daily because she felt that this would so influence her child’s al 
stitious persons. They do not worry about black cats development that he would become a gifted musician. She 

crossing their paths and both would feel no qualms about would have been much better off if she had spent those hours th 

walking under a ladder. For that reason it was particularly following her doctor’s orders and preparing sensibly to wel- 

surprising to hear Mary say one day in talking about her come her child into this world. b 

little daughter Katherine. “She has a strawberry shaped Of course there are pre-natal influences which do vitally 

mole on the left side of her neck and I can never forgive affect the development of the new baby. The diet of the d 
nyself for marking her like that.” mother is one of the most important and the health of the 
Mary went on to explain that during the fifth month of mother is another. Most infectious diseases from which the 
ier pregnancy, she had had a great desire for fresh straw- mother may suffer may also affect the baby. Strangely 
erries. It was January and (although a worried Bill had some of the diseases which are not considered very serious 
ooked everywhere) no fresh strawberries were available. by most adults can have a great effect upon the unborn child. 
When Katherine was born she had the strawberry birthmark Rubella (commonly called “German measles”) is often 
and both Bill and Mary are convinced that Mary’s desire thought of as a mild disease, but as early as 1941 an Aus- 
yr strawberries caused it. tralian doctor discovered that when women suffered from 
It is the strange truth that even in these days of general rubella during the early months of pregnancy there was a 
cientific knowledge many people know very little about how high percentage of congenital defects in their babies. If the 
baby develops within a woman’s body and just what can mother suffered from the disease within the first two months, 
iffect that development and in what way. Just as in the Dr. N. McAlister Gregg found in his research that 100 per 
ase of Bill and Mary, there are thousands of intelligent cent of their babies suffered from such things as cataracts, 
oung people who still hold to the old wives tale that a preg- heart defects, deafness and mental retardation. Of those who 
unt woman’s thoughts and desires can actually affect the had German measles in their third month, 50 per cent had 
e physical and mental condition of the growing babe defective babies. Both diphtheria and whooping cough are 

ithin her womb. also infectious diseases which can affect the unborn child ; 

! know of the case of another young woman who wanted when the prospective mother suffers from them. , 

r child to be a musician. When she found herself preg- The diet of a pregnant woman is important to the growth f 
ant, she began taking piano lessons and practicing for hours and health of the developing em- (Continued on Page 79) 
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OMEN ARE always in search of 
new ways to improve their figures, 
© to be and look smart. A well-fitted bra 
to achieve a well-moulded bustline gives 
- the effect necessary to smartness. But 
/every woman wants comfort as well as 
the Jane Russell shape when she selects 
fa bra. To get comfort as well as style, 
bras should be properly fitted and not 
bought by guess work. The right kind of 
bras cannot be bought without trying it 
§ on, no matter how rushed for time. The 
| five or ten minutes it takes to try on a 
| bra is well worth the time and effort. 

Today too, a wardrobe of bras is 


meet the needs of every occasion, there 
| are today more types and styles of bras 
available than ever before. A wide vari- 
ety of material and trimmings, bones and 
stays in the right places give to women 
just about everything they could wish 
for in personal garments. Bras can be 





found in all shades to match all dresses. 
Those with shoulder straps are adjust- 

uild’s able. 

She The strapless bra, which has come into 

en the spotlight recently is not just to be 

wal. worn for formals and rare occasions, but 
has many uses in your everyday under- 

ally wear wardrobe where straps are a hin- 

the drance. 
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Neatly-tailored bra for everyday wear is 

h smoothly stitched on the under side for 
firmer finesse and accent on good grooming. 

) Price $1.50. 












Bras For Style 
And Comfort 


needed by the well-groomed woman. To | 







FASHION 


Popular strapless brassiere which started out as a fad has blossomed into a full-fledged 
necessity for day and evening wear. Exquisite Form flexible stays insure comfort and 
elastic band eliminates slipping. Price $2. 


Dainty satin bra with lacy embroidered 

nylon inserts has high cut sides and all fab- 

ric straps with elastic gussets for smooth- 
fitting support. Price $1.50. 





Deep plunge bra is aptly termed Hilo 

Witchery. Lines are built up high where 

fabric is needed for lovely contours and yet 
the plunge line is low. Price $3. 
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INTERIORS 


“Catalina” is a United wallpaper adopted from a hand-woven 
fabric by Dorothy Liebes, has texture appearance. 


uic designs with Chinese motif keyed for today’s living 
s in bright colors, goes with either modern or traditional. 


“Ming Horses” are modern design in white on mustard yellow, is 
used on one wall of this study. Design is by Greeff Fabrics. 


Bright Colors In 


Peg is the keynote to the new wallpaper trends for. the 

1951 decorating season. This year’s wallpapers are alive 
with a sense of newness and offer an extensive variety of pat- 
terns in exciting new deep, vibrant tones which are guaranteed 
to suit both tastes and pocketbook. 

The unimaginative neutrals, the universal tenement tan, have 
surrendered their time-honored position to this new trend—that 
is here to stay. For the most part this year’s colors are deep, 
muted, and rich, in warm greens, grays, dark browns, and 
purples. With their aid, even modestly furnished homes can 
have the feeling of luxury and artistic perfection. 

In these new lines, deep tones are highlighted in designs ap- 
propriate for every period of furnishings. For the formal in- 
terior, small-scale scenics and toile types are decidedly popular; 
for the traditional home, delicate Oriental motifs, traced against 
grounds of celadon green, grey, honey beige or carbon black, 
furnish perfect backgrounds. 

Provincial patterns are ever popular, but those in this year’s 
line have a new feeling. There are many papers which simulate 
fabrics, and are especially suitable for the informality of the 
provincial theme. Wallpapers of calico and gingham designs 
create a perfect setting for Early American pieces. An attrac- 
tively smart and sophisticated Pennsylvania Dutch pattern is 
shown in a chocolate brown background with the traditional 
characters drawn in a freehand, sketchy manner. 

With the increased popularity of modern furniture, more at- 
tention has been devoted to producing wall papers appropriate 
for this style. There are geometrics and abstract designs, which 








Folksy quality of these gay kitchen papers with peasant motifs 
is bound to make place a more cheerful place to work. 



































“Weston Plaid” gives room trim, well-tailored look with its deep 
fashion-wise colors and subtle metallic highlights. 


1951 Wallpapers 


give a third dimensional feeling, featured in the new dark 
shades. For tailored tastes, there are papers executed in mod- 
ernistic architectural motifs, alternating neutral shades with 





i} 


deep tones giving a monochromatic effect. _ : : 
Old favorites are still going strong. The familiar damasks, Living room cheice are. theses three papers with feathery ferns 
. and floral effects to give textured feeling to walls. 
florals, and small all-over designs prove that a good pattern 
never grows old or tiring. Many of these papers have been 
given a new look by introducing them in different color com- 
binations. Dainty florals hold their own against sophisticated 
black and charcoal backgrounds. Neutral damasks have broken 
out in a rash of vivid colors. 
The provincial papers have been given a lift. They have re- 
ceived modern treatment in both color and design. The new 
color accents are a pleasant surprise—avocado, café au lait, 
pimento red, and rosy wine (vin rosé). 
Stripes that vary in width, creating a colonade effect, add 
architectural interest to a room. Ultra feminine is a colorful 
lacy stripe combined with garlands of flowers. Another paper 
that is bound to be a big favorite is a narrow pin stripe . . . 
especially attractive and fresh in bright navy and white. 
More attention is being given to a group of wall papers that 
have a textured feeling. Many of these effect a grained and 
woven surface, looking much like tweed and other mixtured 
fabrics. And there’s plenty of color in these papers, too. . . 
as many as five to achieve a desired effect. The Midas touch— 
gold, silver, and copper—seems to be gaining in popularity, for 
many of the new wallpapers have picked up a thread from Kitchen designs are this trio which feature rich colors. Chickens 
are pleasant change of pace in dinette or breakfast nook. 
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decorative fabrics. 






COOKING 


Delicious Shrimp 
Creole is a bit of 
old New Orleans and a 
favorite in all parts of the 

ountry. Shrimps in rich Creole 
auce are arranged on fluffy white rice. 







Fish Can Be A Taste Delight 


N THE SPRING of the year when fish is plentiful and 
there are good buys available, fish dishes offer variety to 
menus and a chance for budget cutting. Lakes, ponds and 
vers are filled with so many good-tasting fish and such a 
ide variety, it is worth your while to learn more about fish 
d how to prepare it. It saves you money and protects your 
family’s health. Knowing how to select fish is important. 
vlake sure it is fresh and do not take the market man’s word 
r it. 
Vly family just won’t eat fish is a common statement which 
memakers repeat over and over again whenever a fish 
jenu is suggested. These housewives should learn that fish 
many other dishes unless prepared right, is not too 
ppetizing. 
[he problem of bones can be one cause of the dislike. For 
10se who want to get around the bones, the selection is fillets 
fresh frozen fillets. There are a number of ways to prepare 
iese fillets—in sauces with wine, broiled with lemon, sauted 
) parsley, fried with tartar sauce, and barbecued in or out 


100rs. 


Fresh fish, with or without bones, can be stuffed, broiled 
or boiled to suit the family taste. There are a number of 
clever tricks in fixing fish for all meals and every occasion. 
One of the tastiest ways is marinating it for several hours in 
lime or lemon juice, crushed garlic and herbs. White wine 
can replace the lemon. Even the crankiest appetite can be 
satisfied. 

Whether cooked quite simply or prepared with an elab- 
orate sauce, good, fresh, well-cooked fish have a wonderful 
flavor, when carefully prepared. With a bit of practice and 
patience, anyone can turn out delectable and tasteworthy 
dishes. More families would eat fish if homemakers knew a 
greater number of tempting ways to prepare them. 

Here are key rules for buying fresh fish: 

@ Be sure the eyes are bright, full and bulging. 

@ The gills should be reddish pink and free from slime. 

@ The scales should retain their sheen and lie close to the 


skin. 
@ The meat of fresh fish should be firm and elastic to 
touch—not soft and mushy or falling from the bones. 
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Shore Dinner Casserole 


Melt 44 cup margarine in sauce pan. Remove pan from heat. 
Stir in 14% tbsp. flour and then 1% cups milk. Return to heat. 
Cook until smooth and thickened. Add 1 tsp. chopped parsley. 
Saute %4 cup sliced mushrooms and | small onion, thinly sliced, 
in remaining margarine. Add 1 pound fish fillets, which have 
been cut into one-inch pieces, and 1 cup cooked or canned 
shrimp. Mix with one cup of cream sauce; fill casserole. Top 
with layer of 3 raw potatoes, sliced, and pour remaining cream 
sauce over ail. Bake in moderate oven (375° F.) for 40 minutes 
or until potatoes are done. Serves 6. 





Deviled Clams 


Melt 2 tbsps. butter. Blend in 3 tbsps. flour and % tsp. 
salt. Add % cup boiling water; stir until smooth. Cook 
until thickened. Add clam juice and one cup evaporated 
milk. Remove from heat and add a little of the cream 
sauce to one slightly beaten egg. Pour egg mixture into 
remaining cream sauce, then add 2 chopped, hard cooked 
eggs, 1 small can clams, 3 tbsps. chopped onion, 2 tbsps. 
chopped green pepper, 2 tbhsps. chopped pimiento and 
% cup soft bread crumbs to cream sauce. Cook over low 
heat until thickened and heated through. Serve immedi- 
ately or place in well-greased individual casseroles, garnish 
with mashed potatoes and Italian-type cheese. Place under 
broiler until cheese is lightly browned. Yield: 4 servings. 



















Planked halibut or cod fish steaks are 
treat with delectable bread stuffing. 
Fluffy mashed potato ring with 
chopped parsley completes lus- 
cious fish dish. Serve with 
stuffed prune and pear 


salad. 














Dark 


Secret 
(Continued from Page 19) 


dingy existence. So determined had she 
been in her purpose that I, too, soon burned 
to get ahead. 

Spurred on by mother, I worked hard at 
school. After, I’d go home and study hour 
after hour. Then, when I was finished, I 
formed the habit of going down to the local 
stationery store and picking up a copy of 
my favorite movie magazine and evening 
newspaper. Eagerly I’d gaze at the pictures 
of glamorous stars, gorgeously gowned, 
their lacquered hair done up in fabulous 
hair-dos. I longed to exchange my shabby 
clothes for their shimmering ones, to live 
in luxurious homes as they did. I’d read 
the gossip and society columns of the pa- 
per, too, enviously noting the names of cur- 
rent celebrities who went places and did 
things. Grimly I promised myself that some- 
day, somehow, I’d get away from the 
squalor mother and I lived in. 

In the meantime, life was hard. Mother 
had to make our living, for father deserted 
us shortly after my birth. He left me only 
one thing—a smooth, light skin. My first 
realization that this skin might be advan- 
tageous in my battle to leave my drab envi- 
ronment came one day when mom took me 
along with her to an employment agency. 
| was only 16, a gawky creature in a faded 
dress. 

The woman who interviewed mother 
looked at me with interest. “Nothing today, 
Mrs. Ford—” she said, “But I could possi- 
bly place your daughter. They need some 
light-skinned girls for steam tables over at 
Barton’s Restaurant, and she looks posi- 
tively white.” Long after mother’s frigid 
refusal, I remembered that woman’s words. 
Of course I already knew the many prob- 
lems attached to color, but this was a vivid 
example. So a light skin was desirable, was 
it? Mentally I made a careful note of this 
fact. 

As time went on, and I grew into young 
womanhood, I became aware of other assets 
[ had. Tad Green, a boy in the same tene- 
ment we lived in, told me on one of our 
first dates. He’d taken me to Central Park 
on a sunny Saturday afternoon, and we had 
fun eating popcorn, feeding peanuts to the 
frisky park squirrels, and taking rides on 
the merry-go-round. Laughing as he helped 
me off a gaily-painted wooden steed, his 
hands tightened on my waist and he looked 
into my eyes. “Laurette, honey,” he said 
shyly, “you sure are something.” 

“Like me, Tad?” I teased. 

lad nodded, his tan face suddenly seri- 
ous. “Some day I'll tell you just how 
much,” he replied. I knew what held Tad 

back and respected him for it. He was an 
ambitious boy, going to night school in or- 
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der to learn to be an expert mechanic, and 
he wanted to set himself up with a garage 
of his own instead of working for someone 
else all of his life. 

And he was also very enticing as a male. 
I revelled in the frank admiration of his 
glance—an admiration mirrored in the eyes 
of other men I met—even white men, I 
observed. People who didn’t know my 
background, it became apparent, did not 
guess my race. Presently I was fully con- 
scious of the effect my camellia-like skin, 
long-lashed eyes, curvy figure and silky 
black hair created, and resolved that these 
physical charms should advance my station 
in life. 


AFTER GRADUATING from high school 

with top honors, I received a scholar- 
ship at a city university. Scared and green 
the first day I walked on the great campus 
with its stone-pillared buildings set high 
above Manhattan, I soon felt at ease with 
the young men and women who were my 
classmates. None of them guessed, nor did 
I volunteer, any information about myself. 
I may have sensed, but did not admit to 
myself, that I was practicing deception: I 
just permitted myself to be accepted at face 
value. By the end of my third year in col- 
lege, I could banter clever conversation 
with the best of them, and looked the part 
of the typical pert college gal, in my tight- 
fitting sweater and plaid skirt topped with 
the inevitable wide leather belt. 

Although I was plenty popular, I con- 
tinued to date Tad. Mostly this was be- 
cause I felt a kind of boy-and-girl attach- 
ment, and mother approved him so 
completely. He was fun on a date, easy 
company and a smooth dancer. I was also 
conscious of the masculine “feel” of him, 
of his lithe body and slender fingers as they 
clasped my waist when we danced at the 
corner joint in our neighborhood. I knew 
Tad was attracted to me: but he was too 
serious, too anxious to make a place for 
himself, to speak of this attraction. Some- 
times, as we swayed to dreamy music, I 
would sigh restlessly. He’d look down at 
me, his glance mingling love and amuse- 
ment. “Dreaming, honey?” he’d ask. 

“Yes—no—oh, Tad,” I'd say, wondering 
what made me so fidgety. 

“T've got dreams, too, Laurette,” he’d 
confess. Then the firm line of his jaw 
would set. “But other things come first.” 

My understanding of Tad’s devotion to 
his future and his ambitions did not check 
my own restlessness. I saw my college girl 
friends going to proms, football games, to 
fancy nightclubs, and I, too, longed to do 
these things. My desire to move in the en- 
chanted circle where celebrities and famous 
folk mingled grew stronger. It seemed to 
me I was wasting my youth and my beauty 
on dry books and uncertain hopes with Tad. 
And so I was in the right mood for some- 
thing or someone to take me by storm on 
the fateful day I first went to Travers Hall’s 
class. The stage was set for something im- 
petuous to occur. 

From my classmates I had hear the col- 





lege scuttlebutt about our handsome prof, 
and listened rather lackadaisically to the 
tittering girls as they described his mag. 
netism, and spoke of the fact that he was 
still a bachelor. These attributes, plus his 
brains, made him a triple-threat man, they 
declared. I was disinterested in this won- 
der man until he entered the room. With a 
stranger quiver in my heart, I saw that his 
build-up was only too accurate. Travers 
Hall was something straight out of the 
society pages. Solid and tall, with crisp 
blond hair, and a poised, easy manner, he 
lounged easily at his desk, addressing the 
class in a commanding, cultivated voice. 

Several times I had looked up to listen 
more attentively and our eyes seemed to 
meet in one brief, electric exchange of 
glances. When the bell rang, signalling 
the end of that period, he quickly shuffled 
through the registration cards on his desk 
and calling my name aloud asked me to 
remain after class. My pulses quickened 
and the other, girls smiled knowingly as 
they walked past, for they sensed as I did 
that Travers Hall had singled me out for 
attention. 

A moment later, the room finally empty, 
I stood as near to him as I dared, study- 
ing his sharply chiseled features, while he 
packed his pipe, apparently undisturbed by 
my presence. But when he smiled at me | 
felt all over again that same electric, tin- 
gling sensation I had experienced when his 
eyes had sought mine during the lecture. 

“Miss Ford,” he said in his best profes- 
sional manner, “I asked you to remain be- 
cause I would like for you to give the class 
its first report. I had in mind something 
about Shakespeare and his influence on 
present-day literature. Do you think you 
could handle it?” 

I nodded. Then searching through his 
briefcase and handing me some research 
material, he said, “Well, that’s it. Any 
questions?” 

I shook my head. “No, Professor Hall,” 
I answered and my own voice sounded weak 
and far away as if the words were coming 
from someone else. Then just as I turned 
to walk away I felt his hand at my elbow 
and he was saying, “May I walk you to your 
next class, Miss Ford?” 

The words caught me completely off 
guard and I was suddenly afraid. I had 
never before dated any of the white boys 
on the campus, and I could tell from 
Travers’ tone of voice that if I allowed him 
to walk me to class, sooner or later he 
would be asking for dates, and I would have 
to tell him that I had been living a lie, that 
I was a Negro. For a moment a hundred 
thoughts flashed through my mind and | 
knew that I was trapped in a terrible di- 
lemma. If I should tell him now it would 
certainly bring a premature end to our 
blossoming friendship; and if I didn’t, and 
he should find out, he would probably 
despise me for being the liar and cheat that 
I certainly was. 

I faltered. “Why—I—I—I’m just going 
a few doors down the hall . . .” Travers 
laughed. “That’s quite all right. I’m going 
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in that direction. I hope you won’t mind if 
I accompany you that far.” There was 
nothing else to say, so we walked along in 
silence, with him smoking his pipe and me 
feeling waves of self-consciousness each 
time we passed a group of girls who would 
giggle and stare after us. 

That night, when Tad took me out on our 
regular date, I could think of nothing but 
Travers Hall, his charm, his brilliance, his 
fascinating good looks. Tad noticed my 
absent-mindedness, and chided me for it. 
“Why the far-away look, sugar?” he 
queried, trying to take me in his arms. I 
eluded him, unwilling to relinquish my 
dream of Travers. I was no longer inter- 
ested in Tad. I had a powerful, glamorous 
man interested in me—a man who could 
give me all I yearned for. This knowledge 
gave me a feeling of superiority, and when 
Tad tried to kiss me good night later that 
evening, I refused curtly. His puzzled, dis- 
turbed expression did not bother me. I was 
completely wrapped up in the fantasies of a 
magical future with Travers Hall. 


[§ THE WEEKS that followed I thought 
that I was happier than I had ever been 
in my life. Travers met me every evening 
after classes, sometimes taking me to the 
college “hangout” for cokes, or just sitting 
in the park, talking and holding hands. 
We knew we were in love. But the day 
after I took his final examination he asked 
me a question I knew would eventually 
come, and one that I had long dreaded. 

“Laurette,” he said hoarsely, “I’m having 
a party tonight for some of my friends and 
I particularly want you to come. I’ve told 
them so much about you that I don’t think 
they would ever forgive me if I didn’t have 
you there tonight.” He smiled as if he 
thought I should be flattered but I dropped 
my head to avoid letting his eyes meet 
mine. 

“I—I don’t think I can come, Travers,” 
I answered weakly. “I—I think I have an- 
other engagement.” 

“Another engagement! But you said only 
this morning that you would be free to- 
night, and I purposely waited until now 
before mentioning it because I wanted it to 
be a sort of surprise. I know you haven't 
made any other plans, so it must be some- 
thing else. That’s it, isn’t it? There is 
something else that’s bothering you, isn’t 
there?” 

For a moment I didn’t say anything. I 
only sat there, trying to phrase the right 
words in my mind that would tell him what 
I wanted him to know. I didn’t want to go 
on deceiving him like this, and I knew that 
if I went to his party tonight there would 
be more lies heaped on top of lies and I 
would destroy the one thing I wanted most 
—his love. 

“There is something else, Travers,” I said 
quietly as he held me tightly. “Something 
you must know. I hope you'll forgive me 
for it, but you see, I haven’t been quite fair 
with you or myself and I’m not going to 
keep it from you any longer. I’ve deceived 
you, Travers. I’ve let you go on thinking 


that I belonged to all the things you’ve 
talked about in your world. Of course, you 
never asked, and I never bothered to tell 
you, but I am a Negro.” 

The word seemed to hang in the air as if 
caught and held there by some great force. 
Travers knitted his eyebrows together in a 
quick frown and a look of shock and dis- 
belief crossed his face. 

“But you’re so—so, I mean it just doesn’t 
seem possible,” he muttered finally, as if 
in a daze. Then quickly pulling himself 
together, he laughed thinly and said, “But 
what does it matter. I still want you to be 
my guest tonight.” 

I felt that he was only saying this to be 
gallant, for it was obvious that my unex- 
pected confession had hit him pretty hard. 
Up to that moment, the problems of race 
had been something he had only encount- 
ered in textbooks. But now they were real, 
alive, and in essence they were me—a girl 
he had been courting, a girl who had shared 
his emotions. I could see that he was torn 
between a binding loyalty to his conserv- 
ative New England background and the 
more liberal views of his academic training. 

While he sat there on the park bench, 
absorbed in his thoughts, I rose and started 
to walk away. Quickly Travers jumped up 
and followed. 

“Really, Laurette,” he said soberly, “I 
just don’t know what to say.” 

“IT understand, Travers,” I answered 
softly. Then suddenly he stopped and 
tugged gently at my elbow. 

“Say, I’ve got it!” he said in sudden 
thought. “Why don’t we just go on as we 
were?” 

“What do you mean?” I stammered. 

“T mean that what you’ve told me needn’t 
go any further. It'll be our secret and no 
one else need ever know.” 

For a moment I shared his enthusiasm. 
What he was saying told me that he still 
wanted me, even if it did mean crossing 
over into his world completely. Then my 
heart sank. I thought of my mother and 
how she had scrubbed floors in office build- 
ings to give me a college education and a 
life that she herself had never known. To 
do what Travers was asking would mean 
shutting her out of my life, and though I 
knew I could provide for her so much bet- 
ter even if I had to do it secretly, I knew 
that she would never accept me living such 
a lie. 

“But what if someone, somehow, should 
find me out,” I said finally. “That does 
happen, you know.” 

“Yes, I know,” Travers said hurriedly, 
“but we can take our chances on that 
score. What do you say?” 

“II don’t know, Travers. Ill have to 
think it over. I'll let you know something 
after tonight.” 

“Then you will come?” 


“Yes, darling. If you’re sure you still 


want me, I’ll be there.” 

All that evening as I dressed for his 
party, I felt that I was being a fool to want 
to go on with him this way, but there was 
something compelling inside me that kept 


reaching out for Travers. In him I saw 
the fulfillment of all my cherished hopes 
and desires, and he had kindled in me a 
burning fire of passion that refused to be 
dimmed by mere rationalization. 

That night when I put on my coat and 
stepped into the living room of our apart- 
ment to leave, mother was sitting there, her 
eyes closed listening to the radio. When 
she heard my footsteps, she looked up and 
smiled. 

“Going out, honey?” she asked tenderly. 

I nodded and bent over and kissed her 
forehead. “For a little while. A friend of 
mine is having a party, so don’t wait up for 
me. I might be a little late.” Then with 
my pulses quickening at the thought of the 
gay times that lay ahead, I raced down the 
stairs. 

In the street I bumped head on into Tad, 
still in overalls, coming home from work. 
“Whoa, there, sugar, where’s the fire?” he 
chided. His warm, friendly face was trou- 
bled, but I chose to ignore it. “Oh, just 
going to make a call,” I answered flip- 
pantly. “I'll be seeing you.” 

I tried to pass him, but he blocked my 
way. “Hold on a minute, Laurette,” his 
voice held a hint of anger. Then he changed 
it to a plea. “Honey, what’s come over you 
recently?” he asked. “I’ve tried and tried 
for a date the last few weeks, but you’re 
always busy, always going somewhere. You 
know how I feel about you, how I’ve felt 
since we were practically kids. I’ve been 
working hard, and maybe I haven’t been 
the most attentive guy in the world, but it 
isn’t just for myself, but for you and me, 
Laurette.” 

“I’m sorry, Tad—but it just can’t be— 
now,” I muttered, trying to elude him. 

For a painful moment he said nothing. 
Then, his eyes filled with hurt, Tad said, 
“All right, Laurette, if that’s the way you 
want it.” 

Remorse hit me. “Oh, Tad,” I cried, 
“You’re a grand guy—I really think you’re 
swell—” 

“But not the one for you, is that it, Lau- 
rette?” he queried sardonically. He smiled, 
as at achild. “Okay, honey. I understand. 
There’s someone else. But if you should 
ever change your mind, I'll be around.” 
And he was gone, leaving me feeling sud- 
denly empty and vaguely unhappy. 


HEN I arrived at Travers’ flat, the 

party was going full swing. As I 
stepped throgh the door into the beautiful 
living room, with its deep green walls and 
zebra-striped sofa, I went weak all over. 
Somehow I knew that from this moment on 
everything for me was to be different. Trav- 
ers’ friends were as wonderful as I had ima- 
gined them to be, and it seemed to me I 
lived through an eternity of happiness in 
those few short hours that the party lasted. 
Then when the last guest had gone, Travers 
and I stood alone together. 

“You did have fun, didn’t you, darling,” 
he said, crossing over to where I stood and 
gathering me into his arms. 

“Yes, darling,” I whispered. “More fun. 
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than I’ve ever had in my life.” And as I 
said it I had had just enough cocktails to 
release my inhibitions and my fingers began 
to wander playfully through his dark wavy 
hair. 

Eagerly, Travers lips found mine in one 
hungry, searing kiss, and as we stood there, 
silhouetted in the shadows of the softly-lit 
room, I could feel his body trembling and 
his breath coming hot and uneven against 
my own. Never before had the blood 
surged through my veins in such a wild 
fever of passion and ecstacy, and it was 
though I was being drawn by an irresist- 
ible magnet when he slowly drew me to the 
couch in one impassioned, longing embrace. 
[ heard him whispering, “My Laurette, my 


sweet Laurette,” as his lips moved down — 


the curve of my quivering shoulder, but I 
was lost in rapture, too consuming and too 
possessing, to answer anything but the love 
that now had become a white-hot passionate 
flame. 

The next morning when I arose, mother 
didn’t ask any questions about the party; 
neither did I volunteer any information. 
She surely must have noticed how late it 
was when I got home, but if she had she 
didn’t mention it. As for myself, I was still 
wrapped in a rapturous dream. All I could 
think of was Travers and the love he had 
introduced me to the night before, never 
once stopping to think how selfish I was 
being in denying my own mother and turn- 
ing my back on all the things she had sacri- 
ficed and worked for. 

In the weeks that followed Travers and 
I both became bolder in the masquerade 
that had become our lives. We went every- 
where together—to all the famous New 
York night clubs, the homes of the wealthy 
and the celebrated—and no one was able to 
see through the veneer of my deception. I 
too became surer of myself, satisfied that 
this was the world I wanted to belong to. 

But mother, quick to recognize ‘the 
change that had come over me, soon began 
to show concern over my frequent nights 
away from home and the late hours I was 
keeping. She said nothing for a long time, 
however, until one night when I told her I 
was going out again. She gave me a stern, 
questioning look and I knew what was go- 
ing to follow. 

“T don’t mean to be prying, honey,” she 
said with all the affection she had always 
shown me, “but you seem to have a pretty 
steady date nowadays and I thought maybe 
you'd like to tell me about him. You never 
have brought him home, you know.” 

My first impulse was to lie and say that 
there wasn’t any special “steady,” but I 
knew that sooner or later she would have to 
know the truth and this was as good a time 
to tell her as any. 

“There is someone, mother,” I said with 
sudden shame, “but I can’t let him come 
here—at least not yet. He’s a nice fellow 
and all that, but he’s white and the neigh- 
bors might not understand.” The smile on 
mother’s face suddenly vanished and her 
eyebrows arched in a puzzled, unbelieving 
frown. 
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“He’s what?” she exclaimed. 

“He’s white—one of the professors at 
school. And he happens to be from a very 
good family.” I talked on hurriedly, telling 
her of our first meeting and all the nice 
places he had taken me, but she only 
looked at me with dismay, a hurt expression 
clouding her face. Finally when I had fin- 
ished she said quietly, “Does he know 
you're colored?” I nodded. “And do all 
these fancy people you’re meeting know 
too?” I didn’t answer. I could only stand 
there feeling guilty, knowing all too well 
the thoughts that were in her mind. 

“T see,” she said quietly, but there was 
ice in her voice. “You’re passing, aren’t 
you, Laurette?” The words brought a rush 
of hot blood to my cheeks. Mother drew 
nearer and took my hands in her own hard- 
ened, work-worn ones. “Don’t do it, child,” 
she begged. “You don’t know what living 
like that can do to you. You’ve got so much 
‘now to give your own people—an educa- 
tion, a guarantee of a good job as a social 
worker, and maybe a little later on you can 
get married to somebody like Tad Green, 
somebody steady and level-headed, who be- 
longs to your own race.” 

Mother kept on talking, trying to reason 
with me. “Don’t do this thing to yourself, 
Laurette. Right now you might think it’s 
what you want, but it won’t ever bring you 
any real happiness. When those people 
find out, they won’t be your friends any- 
more. I know. I’ve seen it happen too 
many times.” 

Angrily I whirled around. “It’s no use, 
mother,” I snapped. “My mind is made up 
and I’m not going to change ‘it now.” I 
rushed past her, and without stopping to 
look back, opened the door and bolted 
down the steps. 


DIDN’T DARE tell Travers what mother 

had said, but that night her words kept 
haunting me as I sat there in the elegant 
apartment of a woman-novelist where Trav- 
ers had taken me. I found myself suddenly 
conscious of being a Negro, and I was more 
unsure of myself, more uncomfortable than 
I had ever been. Then, as if everything had 
been planned that way, I heard our hostess 
apologizing for having to serve the drinks 
because her maid had quit that afternoon. 
“You just can’t depend on these n 
anymore,” she laughed dryly at what she 
thought was an appropriate joke. 

Instinctively I stiffened and my drink 
slipped from my hand, spilling in a dark 
pool on the green satin gown I had taken 
such pains to make. Travers, who had been 
watching me closely, quickly began dab- 
bing at it with his handkerchief, but seeing 
the pained and hurt expression on my face, 
he whispered, “Take it easy, darling. It’s 
just one of those things. And after all— 
remember? Nobody knows.” 

True, nobody did know that I too was a 
Negro. But I knew it and to me it sud- 
denly mattered greatly. For the rest of the 
evening I was uneasy and short with 
Travers, and when we finally did leave and 
he suggested that we stop off at his place 








for a nightcap, I was more mixed up than 
I had ever been. I knew that I wanted him 


but I wasn’t quite sure now that I was will. 


ing to go on with the masquerade we had 
started. Yet I knew only too well that 
once in his apartment, his nearness would 
awaken all the passion that lay dormant 
inside me, and I would be ruled by my 
heart instead of my conscience. 

It was dawn when I left him that night 
and even later when I turned the key in the 
door of our flat on Lenox Avenue. With 
a shock of surprise and anger I saw that 
mother was waiting up for me. She looked 
up, weariness stamped all over her face, a 
question in her eyes. 

“Surely, you aren’t spying on me 
mother,” I said bitterly, my anger explod- 
ing into a rush of words. “This sort of 
thing won’t do any good. I love Travers, 
and I’m going to keep on seeing him as 
long as he wants!” 

“That’s just it, honey,” mother said 
kindly. “As long as he wants. After that, 
what? He hasn’t asked you to marry him, 
has he? And even if he has, you’re not 
going to find any real happiness there, 
honey. You're not his kind; besides what 
if there were children?” 

I flung myself into mother’s arms and 
cried my heart out with all the pent-up 
emotions of the night before. To the 
depths of my being I loved Travers, wanted 
him desperately, but I knew what she said 
was true. He hadn’t been ready to accept 
me for what I really was. 

Later that afternoon when I met him in 
the park at our favorite bench he swept me 
into his arms, and without a word, brought 
his lips down hard on mine in breathless 
longing. For a moment I thrilled to his em- 
brace, then I thought of mother’s words. 

“Don’t, Travers, please,” I begged, look- 
ing away. 

“Don’t?” he echoed, puzzled at my draw- 
ing away from him for the first time. “Is 
there something wrong, dearest?” 

A sob broke in my throat, and I hurriedly 
told him what mother had said about me 
not being his kind. “She’s right, Travers; 
I know she’s right,” I cried, flinging my- 
self on his shoulder. “It won’t last with 
us. Someday you'll find somebody in your 
own set, somebody you really love and be 
happy with, knowing there is no mas- 
querade.” 

“So that’s it!” he hissed, anger in his 
voice. “You and your mother are dead 
wrong, Laurette. I’ve thought about this 
thing, too, just as you both have, and | 
want you to know now that I’m prepared to 
marry you.” 

“You—you mean you really want to 
marry me?” 

“Yes, my darling, more than anything 
else in the world. I love you so much that 
I can’t bear to think of life without you 
anymore.” 

“Oh, darling, my sweet darling!” | 
sobbed, flinging my arms about his neck. 
For a moment we clung together as if each 
fleeting second would be our last, and I 
heard Travers whispering in my ear, “You 
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and I—alone together for always.” 

Suddenly a tiny doubt tugged at me fear- 
fully. “What do you mean, Travers—you 
and I alone’. What if there should be 
children?” 

“Children?” He looked surprised. “But 
Laurette, you know, if we had children 
they might—well, they might . . .” 

“You mean they might betray their 
mother,” I said stonily. Travers didn’t 
answer, but his silence told me that mother 
had been right. Slowly I rose from the 
bench and extended a hand toward: him. 
“I’m sorry, Travers, but it just won’t work. 
You love me, sure—in your own way, the 
moments we share together—but you don’t 
love me for myself, for what I really am. 
You’re ashamed of what I am beneath, and 
I don’t think I would want to spend my 
life married to a man who might even be 
ashamed of his own children.” 

“But you don’t understand, Laurette,” 
he tried to cut it, but I wouldn’t let him. 

“Yes, I do understand, Travers—more 
than you’ll ever know. Of course, it isn’t 
your fault. I was the one who started out 
deceiving in the beginning, and I know 
now how terribly wrong I was. I loved 
you, wanted you and I still do, but I'll get 
over that in time just as you will. It’s 
been wonderful, every moment of it, but 
I must say to you now something I should 
have months ago when we first started 
coming to this park. Goodbye, Travers. 
May God bless you—and good luck.” 

I turned to walk away, and this time 
Travers didn’t follow. He just stood there, 
staring at the sidewalk and the gathering 
flock of pigeons who had suddenly come 
from out of nowhere to nibble at the empty 
peanut shells strewn around. 

That was six months ago.and I haven’t 
seen Travers since. I still think about him 
occasionally, but all the old feeling is gone, 
for I’ve found something more real and 
more rewarding than the fancied glamour 
world I once sought. I’ve found happi- 
ness and contentment working among my 
own people, knowing that I’m needed and 
that what I’m doing is a fulfillment of all 
of mother’s dreams. 

I realize now that it was my own 
selfishness, more than anything else, that 
prompted me to turn my back on my own 
heritage, but I realize too that if there had 
been no Travers I might never have found 
the real happiness I now have. 

Tad has finally achieved his cherished 
dream and “Green’s Garage” is now a 
reality. We go to movies and parties to- 
gether with other young professional peo- 
ple and when he kisses me goodnight some- 
times I feel something I never felt with 
Travers—a nearness and closeness that can 
only be shared by two people who want 
the same things: acceptance and an oppor- 
tunity in life—as a Negro. 

THE END 
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Larry, I had a lot to do with it. We had 
driven into town for supplies, Larry for the 
group of fellows sharing a rented cabin, 
and I for my parents who had brought me 
with them up to our summer cottage. It 
was almost sundown and the hot August 
sun was balanced on the tips of the tall 
pines that lined the road. No other cars 
were in sight and as we drove leisurely 
back to Idlewild it was almost es if we 
two were alone in a paradise of fragrant 
green and gold vegetation. 

“Oh, Larry, isn’t it lovely!” I exclaimed. 
“Suppose we could go on riding like this, 
into the sunset forever!” 

He laughed and pulled the car over to 
the side of the dirt road. “It’d be fun, 
sweets. But I’m afraid Lizzie here wouldn’t 
be able to keep up with that old ball of 
fire.” 

“We could try! 
back.” 

He shot me a quick glance. “Say, you 
are in a strange mood.” 

“Please, darling, I’m serious,” I told him. 
“Let’s go back to Chicago—right now. I 
want to get married, Larry.” 

“You mean elope?” He pulled over to 
the side of the road and stopped. Then he 
cupped my chin in his hands. “But Gail 
honey, we agreed to wait another year, at 
least. I don’t have a job or—” Larry gave 
me a mischievous smile. “Besides, your 
mother would probably have the whole 
thing annulled. You know she’s got her 
heart set on a big church wedding for you.” 

I tossed my head angrily. “I don’t care 
about a big wedding or lots of guests or 
anybody, except you!” 

Larry kissed me lightly on the forehead. 
“And what will we live on? Moonbeams 
and butterfly wings? Come on, darling, 
don’t look so sad. We’ve got to be practi- 
cal,” he added soothingly. “If I get that 
newspaper job, maybe we'll have the big 
event sooner.” 

I leaned my head against his shoulder 
and swallowed my disappointment. Of 
course Larry was right, and it was only 
the wild beauty of the countryside that had 
stirred me into my sudden outburst. But 
now the mood had passed and I was con- 
tent to let Larry’s strong arms comfort me. 

Suddenly he jerked erect and turned to 
me, his face full of excitement. “Gail,” he 
shouted, “I’ve got it!” At first, I thought 
he had found a solution to our problem, 
but I soon learned different. “A terrific 
idea for a picture,” Larry continued. “It'll 
be a masterpiece!” 

“Oh,” I observed, edging my voice with 
irony, “You're talking about your first love 
—photography.” 





Larry—let’s not go 


“Don’t be like that, Gail. You know 
you're my first love.” 

“Prove it!” 

He did, and his kiss was somehow differ- 
ent than any I’d ever known, strangely new 
and exciting. But if it had the same effect 
on Larry he didn’t show it, but explained 
his idea as he climbed out of the car. 
“There’s a tiny valley near here with a 
stream running through it,” he told me. 
“We used to go there often when we were 
kids.” 

Hand in hand we scrambled down the 
steep embankment and headed toward a 
patch of towering pines a short distance 
away. Larry continued, “It’s just a hunch, 
but maybe I can shoot a few pictures be- 
fore the sun sets.” He fiddled with his 
camera as we trudged along, while I strug- 
gled with the shoulder bag that held his 
equipment. Finally, we reached the grove 
of trees and followed a path that led down 
into a shady clearing carpeted with moss 
and pine needles. The stillness and the 
high roof of pine branches made the place 
a vaulted cathedral. We talked in muted 
voices, as if in a place of worship. 

“Well, what do you think?” Larry asked. 

I lifted my face to the sunrays that fil- 
tered down into the coolness. “I’ve never 
seen anything so beautiful in my life! It 
takes your breath away—sort of makes you 
want to cry,” I exclaimed, drinking in the 
beauty of the scene. 

“Hold it!” Larry said, focusing me on 
the ground glass of his camera. “It’s per- 
fect, Gail. Maybe the next time I hire a 
model we can come up here and—” 

“You mean you're not going to make the 
picture now?” I asked, somewhat disap- 
pointed. 

Larry hesitated a moment, then, “Well, 
what I had in mind was a nude figure sil- 
houetted against the sunlight through the 
trees—a ‘September Morn’ type thing.” 

“Don’t you think I could qualify?” I 
teased. 

“Of course! Only—no, it’s crazy to even 
think about posing you for a picture like 
that. I can always come back later.” 


I KNEW that the sunlight, the setting, 

Larry’s sensitive mood might never be 
exactly the same again so, impulsively, I 
spoke out. “Make the picture now, Larry,” 
I suggested. “Ill pose for you. I—I want 
to do it.” 

After the first shock passed, I could see 
that he really wanted to do it and was 
giving my offer serious consideration. He 
glanced up at the sun, checked his expo- 
sure meter, then studied me for a moment. 
I went over to him and smoothed the fur- 
rows from his brow with my fingertips. He 
wet his lips and spoke. “Well—if you 
want to, Gail—if you really think it’s all 
right—” 

“T’ll bet it makes you famous!” I smiled, 
giving him a reassuring pat. But now that 
the decision had been made, there was an 
awkward silence as we stood facing each 
other. Neither of us was quite sure how to 
begin. Finally I suggested that he go back 
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to the car for a blanket and, obviously re- 
lieved, Larry hurried away, leaving me 
alone in the pine-scented stillness. 

Despite the self-confident front-I’d put on 
for Larry, now that the moment had come, 
my fingers fumbled with the buttons on my 
blouse and I began to wonder why I'd vol- 
unteered in the first place. Yet, it was not 
hard to fathom my reasons. I loved Larry 
dearly and someday we’d be married. Pho- 
tography was his life and whatever he was 
interested in automatically became my in- 
terest too. Besides, I thought with a smile 
as I stepped out of my brief sun suit, I 
wasn’t sure I’d trust any man—even Larry 
—in such a natural paradise with any 
woman, model or not. 

The last garment slipped to the soft car- 
pet of pine needles and I felt the warmth 
from the earth rising up to embrace me 
like a tender lover. A shaft of sunlight 
caressed my head and I turned to let it 
bathe my uplifted face. My naked body 
tingled with a strange expectancy and I 
raised my arms high overhead and strained 
up on tiptoes as if trying to reach the tips 
of the surrounding trees. 

Then, behind me, I heard a- movement 
and I whirled to see Larry standing trans- 
fixed, his camera still pointed at me. “Oh,” 
I stammered. “You startled me, darling. 
I—I suppose we’d better get started before 
the sun goes down.” 

“T’ve got the picture,” Larry said in an 
odd voice. “The way you were standing 
just now—it was just the pose I wanted.” 
He paused. “Gail—” 

“Yes, Larry?” Something in his voice 
reminded me of my exposed body and a 
flush of embarrassment flooded through me. 
I lowered my eyes under his steady gaze. 

“God but you’re beautiful!” And his 
exclamation Was like a fervent caress. He 
took a step toward me, then with an obvi- 
ous effort to control himself, he halted and 
ran a trembling hand across his forehead. 
“Come on, we’d better get out of here. It'll 
be dark soon and—” 

Without knowing exactly what, I wanted 
him to say something else, so a little dis- 
appointed at his abruptness, I turned to 
gather up my clothes. In my haste I stum- 
bled and twisted my ankle. The sharp pain 
brought a cry to my lips and in a flash 
Larry was at my side, his strong arms sup- 
porting me. 

He held me close, stroking my hair and 
murmuring comforting words into my ear 
My arms were tight around him in a des- 
perate embrace as if I’d never let him go. 
I could feel his lean, muscular body hard 

against me and the intimate contact sent 
my heart pounding like a caged bird. 

“Gail, darling—darling!” Larry mur- 
mured over and over. Somewhere in the 
distance I heard the trilling of a bird. Then 
there was nothing except the hot, moist 
kisses that bruised my lips and the fierce 
embraces that fairly crushed the breath 
from our bodies. A little moan of exquisite 
pain burst from my lips as Larry bent me 
back, down to the warm fragrant carpet of 
the forest glade. .. . 
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HE FOLLOWING MONTH we were 

married. Not only had Larry’s news- 
paper job come through, but we both real- 
ized it would be foolhardy to try to resist 
the love we had for each other. We had 
the big wedding Mother insisted on staging 
and the happiest days in my life began. I 
became Larry’s assistant, learned to mix 
chemicals, keep his cameras loaded and 
performed other chores around the dark- 
room at the newspaper. But it was not my 
interest in photography that made me Lar- 
ry’s constant companion—I just wanted to 
be near my husband. Of course, he became 
the butt of good-natured jokes down at the 
office because I even went out on assign- 


‘ments with him—to fires, to boxing bouts 


and beauty contests. But I was contented 
and if Larry minded the jibes he concealed 
it very well. 

However, the job itself proved to be 
sheer drudgery for Larry. “I could do the 
stuff they want with a Brownie camera,” he 
complained one day. “I want to do some- 
thing creative.” 

“Be patient, darling,” I comforted. “You 
won't get stuck in a rut. I won’t let them 
do that to you.” 

“T know, Gail, but my hands are itching 
to tackle something really worthwhile.” He 
smiled reflectively. “Remember that por- 
trait I made up in Michigan?” 

I felt myself blushing as I recalled that 
eventful day. “You'll get your break!” I 
said confidently. 

Larry pulled me down onto his knee and 
aimed an affectionate blow at my chin with 
his fist. “Well, at any rate, I’ve got the 
model!” 

And even after two years of married life, 
his kisses had the thrill of first romance 
for me. But Larry didn’t have to wait an- 
other two years for his big break. A large 
women’s wear firm was about to advertise 
in a new national magazine, and acting on 
a hunch, I sent them the portrait Larry had 
made of me. Since it was a silhouette shot, 
made with my face turned from the cam- 
era, I felt no sense of immodesty. 

Larry’s “masterpiece” brought instant 
response. He was called in by the adver- 
tising agency and given a contract to pro- 
vide all the photographs to illustrate the 
firm’s lingerie, bra and corset ads. Of 
course, professional modeling for me was 
out of the question, so soon there was a 
regular parade of beautiful models in and 
out of the studio Larry and I set up. More 
than one of them had eyes for Larry, but 
it was strictly business with him. For all 
the interest Larry displayed, he could have 
been focusing his lens on a bowl of fruit 
instead of the high, firm breasts and 
rounded hips of the models. 

But then I began to wonder: could any 
man withstand so much beauty, eager and 
willing, forever? I began to listen to the 
tiny doubts that plagued my mind, to re- 
call the subtle remarks dropped by my 
women friends and the _half-concealed 
smirks of the men who knew Larry. 

And it was in the midst of this doubt and 
confusion that the bombshell dropped—I 





became pregnant. Larry and I had talked 
vaguely of having children some day, but 
I had never seriously considered. becoming 
a mother for quite a while. Things were 
going so well at the studio I didn’t want 
anything to interfere—even the arrival of 
a son, which Larry wanted so badly. I had 
grown so accustomed to working side by 
side with Larry that the idea of the busi. 
ness going on without me was unthinkable, 
So I had always been careful to take pre. 
cautions to prevent the very thing that had 
now happened. . . . ‘ 


Now: THINGS were further compli. 
cated by the arrival of Sandra, the 
shapely young model whose very manner 
spelled trouble. I checked the card she’d 
brought with her from the modeling 
agency. She was 21, had perfect measure. 
ments, and only one name—Sandra. Her 
portrait lay on the desk before me—slant, 
exotic eyes, high cheekbones and a full 
sensuous mouth—and even the picture 
seemed to mock me as I shifted my bulk 
awkwardly and wondered what she and 
Larry were doing in the back room. 

That night, Larry was evasive when | 
began to ask leading questions about the 
new model and when I persisted, he 
laughed, “Why the sudden interest, dar- 
ling? She’s no different from any of the 
other girls we’ve used.” 

“J was just curious,” I hastened to as- 
sure him. “She’s very beautiful—don’t you 
agree?” 

Larry merely grunted without looking up 
from the retouching stand where he 
worked. And all of a sudden something 
that had been lurking in the hidden re- 
cesses of my mind leaped to the fore and I 
blurted out, “I don’t want to have the baby, 
Larry!” 

He shot me a look of horror, his fore- 
head wrinkled in puzzlement. “Don’t say 
that!” Larry commanded in a sharp voice. 
Then, his face softened and he got up and 
came over to me. “I don’t mean to shout 
at you, honey, but you scare me when you 
talk like that.” 

A sob caught in my throat at his gentle 
touch on my shoulder. “Everything’s going 
to be changed now,” I lamented. “Oh, 
Larry, we should have been more careful!” 

“But we knew it would happen some 
day,” he reminded me. “I don’t want my 
son’s father to be an old man with a 
beard!” 

Gradually, my sobs subsided and Larry 
held me in his arms like a spoiled child. 
“The doctor says I can’t go down to the 
studio any more,” I pouted. 

“Then you follow his orders, young 
lady!” he laughed. 

“Will you miss me, Larry?” 

“Like the very devil! But you’ve got 
more important things to do here at home.” 

Including Sandra! I thought bitterly and 
the resentment against my unsightly con- 
dition mounted in an angry wave. 

As the days dragged by, Larry was even 
more kind and thoughtful than usual, but 
business was booming and he began spend- 
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ing evenings at the studio. I accepted with- 
out question his explanation that he was 
working night and day until a phone call 
shattered the few illusions I'd managed to 
cling to. The night before. Larry had 
quietly entered the house. moving carefully 
because it was so late. I pretended to be 
asleep when he slipped into the bedroom 
and undressed in the dark. I wasn’t sure, 
but for a long time after he had fallen 
asleep. I thought I detected the faint, cling- 
ing scent of some exotic perfume. 

Then. the next afternoon I learned the 
shattering truth. The manager of the Club 
Sudan telephoned and asked for Larry. “I 
tried to reach him at his studio. but he was 
out. It’s about his cigarette case.” 

“Oh.” 

“He left it at the bar last night. He was 
—are you the lady who was with him?” 
the voice asked. 

Suddenly. I got a vision of Larry and 
Sandra laughing together over drinks. and 
asharp pain stabbed down into my heart. 
“No.” I replied sarcastically. “I was not 
the lady you mean. You see. I’m only his 
wife!” I slammed down the receiver and 
burst into tears of helpless rage. 

But I'd calmed down enough by the time 
Larry got home to greet him coolly. but 
without a hint of what I’d learned. He was 
so busy telling me about the long days and 
nights of work he was putting in. he failed 
to notice my preoccupation. And for the 
first time in weeks Larry suggested going 
to the weekly bridge party given by some 
friends who lived nearby. “Come on.” he 
coaxed. “We haven't been out together in 
ages.” 

“Aren’t you forgetting I’m not a glamour 
girl anymore?” I shot back, but Larry 
missed the sarcasm in my voice. 


DECIDED to go if only to break the 

monotony of the past weeks, but before 
the first rubber had been played. I found 
myself unable to concentrate on the cards. 
So I retired to a quiet corner and enviously 
watched Larry move about the room laugh- 
ing and talking with women whose flat 
stomachs and uplifts made my bulging 
body look like a flour sack. 

When the hostess came around with cock- 
tails and sandwiches, I impulsively took a 
martini. I’d half finished it before Larry 
noticed. He rushed over to me. “Hey, bet- 
ter go easy on that hard likker, honey,” he 
chided. “In your condition—” 

“What have you got to do with my con- 
dition?” I snapped. “Except being respon- 
sible for it!” 

“Gail!” 

“One little drink won’t hurt, Larry,” I 
put in quickly. “I asked the doctor.” 

“Well—okay. Just take it easy,” he cau- 
tioned. But I could see the bafflement on 
his face as he turned away. Well, let him 
suffer! I exulted inwardly. It'll do him 
good to have a taste of what I’m going 
through. My spirits had perked up con- 
siderably by the time I got down to the 
olive. So, feeling very adventurous, I lifted 
myself from the chair and waddled over to 


get another martini. As I stood sipping the 
drink. a warm glow spread through me 
and I began to feel charitable toward the 
whole world. Even my own misshapen 
body lost some of its ugliness. But the 
mood was broken by Larry’s angry shout 
from across the room. In a few strides he 
was confronting me. demanding the cock- 
tail. “Give it to me. Gail.” he ordered. 
controlling his voice with an effort. “You've 
had enough to drink.” 

“Oh no you don't.” I sneered, half turn- 
ing and gulping down the drink. “Here!” 
I said triumphantly, handing him the 
empty glass. 

“What's wrong with you tonight, Gail? 
I've never seen you like this before!” 

“I do as I please. Larry Robbins!” I 
shouted. “Maybe you can order some fe- 
male barfly around. but 

He grabbed my wrist. “What the hell 
is that crack supposed to mean?” he 
grated. 

“Where’s your cigarette case?” I de- 
manded. 

“What?” 

Again I challenged him to show it to me 
and instinctively. his hand moved to his 
coat pocket. Then a fleeting guilty expres- 
sion crossed his face as he felt the empti- 
ness. “So it’s true!” I cried hysterically, 
the others who had crowded 
around us. “You were out with that woman 
last night. Well. you'd better stay with her 
tonight because I’m going to call the cops 


oblivious t 


if you come within a block of the house!” 

Shrugging off restraining hands, I turned 
and dashed to the door and out onto the 
front porch. I heard Larry yell and some- 
one screamed, but I kept running until I 
reached the stairs, then my foot reached 
out and I stepped into a black and endless 
void. .. 

I heard the sounds and smelled the odors 
of the hospital long before I opened my 
eyes. My body was one big chunk of numb- 
ness and I could feel nothing, not even the 
familiar pressure that had caused so many 
sleepless nights. 

Finally. as if they had been sealed to- 
gether with glue. my eyelids parted and 
Larry’s anxious face slipped into focus. I 
opened my mouth, but my lips were 
parched and my tongue was like a lump of 
clay. 

“Don’t try to talk,” Larry smiled gently. 
“Tt was a boy—only seven months. but he'll 
live. I saw him in the incubator just now.” 

My heart. the only movable part about 
me then, seemed ready to burst with joy. I 
was so relieved at the news that I managed 
a weak smile and the proud gleam in 
Larry’s eyes told me something important 
had happened. Then I realized what it 
was: for the first time in my life I had 
accomplished something creative and for 
the first time I'd done something without 
Larry’s help—lI‘d given birth to a son! 

But the good feeling was washed away 
by a sudden dark thought—while I was 
carrying the baby my mind had been 
twisted with jealousy and my heart bitter 
with suspicion. In falling down the steps 











why 
look 
around? 


... when all forward-look- 
ing beauticians ALREADY 
AGREE that the world’s 
finest light-bodied pressing 
oil and hair dressing is... 


e 
IN THE NEW PACKAGE 


Only 
45c 


Plus Tax 







AT DRUG AND COSMETIC COUNTERS AND 
WALKER BEAUTY SHOPPES—OR DIRECT 
FROM US 


Madam C. J. Walker Mfg. Co. 
Deportment 21 
INDIANAPOLIS 2, INDIANA 


WORLD'S FINEST FOR 50 YEARS 





FOR PERFECT HAIR ATTENTION 
DON'T FORGET YOUR 
NEARBY WALKER BEAUTICIAN! 

















had I unconsciously been trying to get rid 
of my baby? The mere thought sent cold 
chills racing through me. 

I had to know the truth. I'd heard of 
girls jumping off high places to induce 
abortion or miscarriage—was I guilty of 
the same crime? I turned my tortured 
eyes to Larry. wordlessly I mouthed the 
question that haunted my thoughts. He 
shook his head understandingly. “You 
can’t hold your liquor. darling.” he gently 
scolded. “Maybe Junior gave an extra hard 
kick just as you reached the steps, but it 
was an accident.” 

Tears of relief flooded my eyes and I 
closed them in a silent prayer of thankful- 
When I opened them again. Larry 
was gone, but somehow I didn’t have the 
same frightening loneliness I once had 
when we were apart. Already, I was learn- 
ing that three can be as happy as two... . 

\s for Sandra, perhaps she did make a 
play for Larry. Maybe she and Larry were 
shooting pictures at the Club Sudan, or it 
may have been that they stopped in for a 
drink and to relax after a hard day at the 
I never found out, and strangely 
enough. it no longer makes a difference. . . . 

THE END 


ness. 


studio. 


Your Handwriting 

(Continued from Page 8) 
fact that their life is affected. This type is 
the most serious form of worry, as it is very 
difficult to cope with. It may not always 
be possible to remove the circumstances. 
so it becomes necessary that the mind be 
adjusted to overlook them. 

These persons are bowed under the pres- 
sure of current world chaos. Writers who 
feel depressed and hopeless about the state 
of everyday affairs should increase their 
optimism and develop their sense of humor. 
By taking a more cheerful attitude. they 
can help themselves greatly. 

We must not overlook the writer who is 
intensely affectionate and who feels situa- 
tions very deeply, those who stress the emo- 
tional side of life, rather than the mere 
material side. Compare your writing with 
The middle zone. large and 
descending. shows worry over daily life. 
as well as pessimism. Forward slant and 
heavy pressure reveal deep emotions. 


Fig. 3. 


If you are one of the types just men- 
tioned then start adjusting your mind with 
the other good character traits that you 
Whether you worry or not. it is 
all due to your mental attitude toward life 
ind its problems. 

We are inclined to take too much for 
granted when all is going well with us. But 
when our lives are shaken. as at present. 
we are then disposed to probe the roots of 

ir being in search of help and truth. 
When the war news depresses you. draw 


pOSSeSS, 


aside momentarily and seek some place of 
quiet and turn your thoughts inward. You 
an acquire fresh courage. 

“Man cannot live by bread alone.” his 
spirit must be fed. Try it, and prove it for 
yourself by meditating. 


5? 





I Teach 
The 
Stars 
To 
Dance 
(Continued from Page 25) 


number of years he had been featured as 
a dancer in a number of successful musi- 
cals. I remember his work very well— 
always clever and very classy. Working 
with Webb was one of the most delightful 
experiences of my dancing years. He was 
so witty, that man. and so full of good 
humor and good taste. 

Another famous pupil with whom I en- 
jeyed working was Morey Amsterdam. the 
radio comic. Morey decided to take a dance 
course with me and showed up in boxing 
trunks and T-shirt. “Why that get-up?” 


I asked. 

“I'm gonna be the champ, didn’t you 
know?” Morey replied. “Now work. 
man. work.” Friends have asked me 


whether I succeeded in making a dancer 
out or Morey. 

Well. I haven’t seen Morey in months so 
I can’t say how much he benefited from 
my dance lessons. I do know that his rapid- 
fire wit had me in stitches day after day. 
After that course. I felt I was on the way 
to becoming a first-class straight man in a 
comic act. 


LOOK BACK on my years as a dance 

teacher with real affection. Teaching 
dancing to all kinds of people has been an 
education in human relations. I have had 
to learn how to adjust to a great variety of 
personality types and how to get the most 
out of the most difficult pupil. It has been 
a very challenging experience and one 
which I shall always treasure. 

1 began teaching as a youngster working 
for the late Billy Pierce in New York. Billy 
operated one of the most successful dance 
studios in the Big Town and I was one of 
his fledgling instructors. He 
me a natural dancer and had admired my 
work on the professional stage. When he 


considered 


offered me a job helping him teach dancing 
I jumped at the chance to improve my own 
work and enter an atmosphere which would 
be constantly exciting. I wanted to get to 
know some of the more successful dancers 
of the day and they all came by the Pierce 
studio at one time or another. 

Some of the biggest personalities in show 
business took lessons from Billy Pierce, 
and I was often called on to assist the 
maestro when his 
crowded. This was my real introduction to 


schedule was over- 
dance teaching. Here I got my first close- 
up glimpses of stage celebrities. 

I have never recovered from the thrill 
of seeing the fabulous Sophie Tucker there. 
She came in one day and smiled at me gra- 
ciously. “Hello, kid.” she greeted me in 
that big booming voice. “You a dancer 
too?” I gulped a couple of times, then 





managed a smile. I explained. fumbling 
for words all the time. that I was employed 
as an assistant and gave lessons myself. 

“So you're a dance teacher.” Sophie sai, 
looking me over. Later Sophie and I he. 
came good friends and we had many oppor. 
tunities to recall our first meeting there jp 
the 46th Street studios of dear Billy Pierce, 

During those early years when [ was 
breaking into the dance field. I met and 
worked with some of the top stars of the 
day in the course of my work. Among 
these stars were Nancy Carroll. Betty 
Compton. comedian Bobby Clark and the 
beautiful and controversial Lenore Ulric. 
I spent many an hour with these greats of 
show business, showing them routines. and 
how to move on a stage. Usually there was 
an initial shyness on my part. a natural 
reluctance to treat a great star like any 
other human being. I soon overcame this, 
however, and got down to the business of 
teaching them how to dance. 

I was never celebrity-struck. but I had a 
powerful admiration for such stars as 
Bobby Clark and Lenore Ulric. and it was 
not easy for me to adopt the business-as- 
usual attitude with them. 

This was my first large-scale contact with 
the stars of the theatre and movies. Fora 
few years I left the teaching field and went 
on my own as a single act. Billy Pierce 
had died and the studio closed. I decided 
to put my training to use on the stage and 
get bookings as a tap dancer. working New 
York theatres and clubs mainly. I worked 
with Abe Lyman’s band and revue. then 
switched to the great Sophie Tucker. whom 
I had admired for so many years. I stayed 
with Sophie’s show for nearly a year. 

But the lure of teaching others to dance 
proved too strong and before long I found 
myself back at my old profession, this time 
as my own boss. 


Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 12) 
every word. He has done so many wrong 
things and asked me to forgive him and 
now that seems to be all he looks for. But 
in this situation I do not feel that I can 
forgive him anymore. I love him and don't 
want to divorce him. Ill do anything to 
win his love back. We have been married 
only two years and three months and | 
really do not want to lose him now because 
he has become a part of me. Please tell me 
what you think is best. Should I give him 
up or try to keep him? 
Mrs. Florence B. 
Dear Florence: From the tone of your 
letter, | know that you want to keep your 
husband. It will probably help if you will 
study your cousin closely to see what it is 
about her that has such a great attraction 
for your husband. Nine chances out of ten 
you will find that it is something that was 
a part of your personality before your mar- 
riage. If you have changed greatly within 
the past two years, do what you can to 
make yourself the girl he first fell in love 
with and married. 
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How 
He 
Proposed 


(Continued from Page 5) 

Ray's courtship started almost immedi- 
ately. and consisted of a series of long- 
distance lot 
of thoughtful gifts like flowers. candy and 
the most current sentimental records. We 


telephone conversations. a 


went out together a good bit. and before 
Jong knew we were going to see a lot of 
each other for a long time to come. 

The closest thing to a proposal came in 
1942 when Ray saw me dancing in a Chi- 
cago night club. He came backstage. fidg- 
eting nervously and looking a little shy. 
“l admire your dancing.” he said. “and I 
know you've got a lot of talent. But 
have got to understand that if we’re going 


we 


to be married, honey. you'll have to decide 
to get out of show business.” That was the 
nearest thing to a proposal Ray ever made. 

Ray finally asked me directly to leave 
show business so we could get married. 
However. the U. 
and Ray’s civilian future was very uncer- 
tain. so I delayed my retirement until the 
situation cleared up. Ray finally got his 
greetings from Uncle Sam and entered the 
Army in 1942. 
though, since he was stationed at nearby 
Mitchell Field, N. Y. He would drive into 


town in his lovely black Buick convertible 


S. had entered the war 


He continued to see me, 


every afternoon after his duties were over. 

By that time I had actually stopped 
working as an entertainer. This seemed to 
please Ray very much. After several 
months. though, I began to get restless for 
more activity. I also felt that our marriage 
was going to be indefinitely postponed by 
the war and Ray’s service in the Army. So 
I decided to return to show business and 
went out to Chicago where a dancing job 
was waiting for me. There were also other 
plans being made for 
California and join Cab Calloway’s unit, 
then doing dates on the Coast. 

Ray didn’t like that at all. He sent one 
of his dearest friends, a young lady. out to 
see me. She brought a present from my 
husband-to-be: a complete bridal set, a 
Ray 


me to continue to 


gorgeous gown with negligee. also 
set a message via this friend: “Ill be join- 
ing you as soon as I can get a pass.” 

After 24-hours had passed. Ray wired 
me that he had been granted a 48-hour 
pass and was coming out to marry me. even 
though the pass said clearly that it was for 
the New York City area only. He arrived 
in Chicago four days later and during one 
unforgettable afternoon made all of the 
arrangements for our marriage. In a whirl- 
wind three hours, Ray arranged for our 
medical tests. secured a license. then drove 
all over town looking for a minister. He 
found one finally and brought him out to 
the house where I was staying. 

We were married May 29, 1943. Ray’s 


48-hour pass had already expired. and 
when he said the fateful words. “I do.” he 
was actually AWOL. For this he was con- 
fined to camp for two weeks. 

Despite the trials, tribulations and treu- 
bles that usally occur to a couple like our- 


selves always in the news, our marriage 
has grown and become more _ beautiful. 


Ray still retains the romantic touch so im- 
portant to a woman's happiness. I still 
consider him the most romantic husband 
in the world who never lost his charm and 
appeal. Our marriage has been blessed 
with a very wonderful little son whom we 
beth adore and who has given us faith in 
the future. 

Our long delayed honeymoon was finally 
realized last 
Paris. Ray won all his fights and we were 
divinely happy. For this was the honey- 
moon we had never had time to have. 

THE END 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 8) 


December when we went to 


are born lucky today. Even baby sitters 
receive good pay. A little hustle and in- 
genuity—look sharp, be sharp. as the ad 
says—and you can practically name your 
own salary, set your own hours, and still 
have time to study for tomorrow’s chem- 
istry exam. 

There are the part-time 
school months and full-time employment 
at vacation Most hire extra 
help on Saturdays or during rush hours. 


jobs during 


time. stores 


The store on the cornet want a soda 
jerk or a waitress for the after-the-show 
trade. You work as an usher, dish 
washer, gardner. maid. file clerk, or helper 


may 
can 


in any of a number of trades and profes- 
sions. Many jobs. especially those in the 
latter class. afford an opportunity to learn 
while you earn. 

Out of all this industry is bound to come 
wisdom as well as wampum. Eearly ten- 
dencies toward careless spending will soon 
subside, and you will find yourself thinking 
twice before blowing your last 30 cents on 
a cab when a street car will do. And you'll 
be surprised with the number of things you 
can do for yourself—and do without. 

The amount of fun one has isn’t meas- 
ured by the amount of money spent. An 
all-day bicycle caravan into the distant 
woods with a cold lunch at noon costs prac- 
tically nothing. A progressive dinner with 
each course at a different home will make 
that evening a memorial one. A moonlight 
hike with a huge camp fire and hot dogs 
or steaks. angels on horseback. soft drinks 
and a song. is more fun than an expensive. 
well-planned tour. 

You may have a pitifully small allow- 
ance, chum. you may have a poor-paying 
job, but you can still have fun. can still 
be popular. Remember to take care of 
that which you have. learn to get along 
with the long green stuff and don’t make it 
your master. Pennies make dollars and. if 
you recall, pennies from heaven. 
Make them a credit to their homeland. 


come 











Guard Your Scalp 


as you guard your complexion 


Pisa. 


You do something instantly if blemishes or clogged 
pores appear on your face, ruining your complex- 
ion. Remember, YOUR SCALP IS SKIN, too! 
Dandruff, dry crusts are a warning that your scalp 
needs the same care and attention you give your 
complexion! Try GLOVER'S 3-WAY MEDICINAL 
TREATMENT, leaves hair lovelier, healthier. 


GL ER’S 3-way 
MEDICINAL TREATMENT 


for your Scalp and Hair 


GLOVER’S MANGE MEDICINE, medicinal compound 
for flaky, scaly scalp and excessive falling hair. 
GLO-VER BEAUTY SOAP SHAMPOO, contains no 
hair drying detergents, no free alkali, no alcohol. 
Made from finest pure soap. GLOVER’S IMPERIAL 
HAIR TONIC, Non-Alcoholic, ANTISEPTIC. Kills 
dandruff germs on contact. 

Atall Drug Counters. Write TODAY for FREE TRIAL 
of all 3 Glover Products. Send Name, Address, 10¢ to 
coyer packaging and postage to 

GLOVER’S, Dept. 935 

101 W. 31st St., New York 1, N.Y 


Copyright 1951 H. Clay Glover Co., Inc. 
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© Guaranteed by ™ 
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Entorged 
to show 


Superb dia- 
mond in ex- 
quisite gold 
setting (in 
scented ring 
box). 


ff) a Genuine Di 


pa ry 
—<, Now it can be yours. . . a real 
j diamond . . . the true symbol of 
=’ beauty! Think of it—a genuine 
diamond in a 10 KARAT GOLD 
mounting—at the unheard-of price 
of $8.31 plus Federal Tax— 
$9.98 total! Insured, postpaid. 
Why settle for cheap imitations 
when you can now afford 
beautiful sparkling diamonds— 
brought to you direct through the 
mail—by GENUINE DIAMOND 
CO. You get this Registered 
Genuine Diamond Bond. 
A genuine diamond ring will be 
your pride and joy ... the envy 
of your friends. Order TODAY, 
giving ring size. Send check or 
- money-order. On C.O.D.’s, you 
pay postman plus small fee. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if not satisfied 
during 10-day inspection period. 
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New York 17, N. Y. 
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Family 
Honor 


(Continued from Page 21) 


the 


Just imagine, Charles—she’s from 


South!” 


~T WAS then I knew what was actually 

disturbing mother. As a_ Northerner, 
descended from a long line of Northerners. 
she held all Southerners in contempt. We 
were what Mother considered Chicago's 
“elite.” old settlers who had seen the Windy 
City grow up from a prairie town into a 
metropolis. My grandfather. as a boy. saw 
the great Chicago fire of 1871 and the 
Goodloe’s had been one of the first Negro 
families to move on South Parkway when 
it was still called Grand Boulevard. 

In Mother’s eyes (and those of many 
other that made us better 
than newcomers to the city. and especially 
those who had migrated from the South. 
Of course. I no longer held such snobbish 
notions, and from what Mother had told 
me about my brother, Randy. neither did 
he. The sudden thought that he had de- 
liberately fallen for a southern girl just to 
mock Mother’s outmoded ideas, brought a 
Jaugh to my lips, but of course I kept it 
to myself. Mother was upset enough as it 


‘ 


‘oldtimers” ) 


was. 

Entering the big graystone house where I 
was born brought a warm feeling to my 
heart despite myself. There was an at- 
mosphere of warmth and tradition about 
the place I couldn’t deny. Maybe Mother 
was right with all her talk of family and 
hackground and breeding. but on the other 
hand. it was probably because this was the 
first time I'd been home in three years. I 
went up to my old room and found it just 
as I'd left it when I left home to go to 
New York. As I unpacked my bag I heard 
the shower in the bathroom between my 
room and my brother’s. Mother hadn’t told 
me Randy would be home and I was afraid 
for a moment that he might suspect why 
I was there. 

But when I entered the steam-filled bath- 
room and shouted to him above the roar of 
the water, there was a joyous answering 
whoop from behind the plastic curtains. A 
noment later, Randy stuck his dripping 
head out. “Hey. fella! What are you do- 
ig here so far from the Big Apple?” 


] 


“What’s the matter, can’t a guy get 
homesick? Although how I could ever miss 


mug like you is more than I can figure 
out.” [I tossed a towel at him. 

[ watched Randy as he briskly rubbed 
his lean hard body. My brother was larger 
than [ with a handsome boyish face that 
had been turning feminine heads since he’d 
been a kid. It was easy to see how a girl 
like Rhoda was supposed to be could be- 
come infatuated with him. We chatted as 





he dressed and finally I got a chance to 
broach the subject on my mind. “See how 
this goes with that suit,” I said, handing 
him a hand-painted tie I'd brought as a 
gift. 

“It’s terrific. Chuck! 
I know.” 

“Is that her name?” I questioned. 

Randy nodded happily. “It finally hap- 
pened. fella. I fell like a ton of bricks!” 

“Must be something special.” 

“Why shore!” he laughed. “Nothing but 
the best for a Goodloe. Just wait until you 
meet her. Chuck!” 

“I'd like to meet any girl who can get 
you that excited.” I told him. “When will 
this great event take place?” 

“Just don’t get any ideas.” he said. half- 
jokingly. “I had hard enough time con- 
vincing her I should be the lucky guy.” 

“Maybe the young lady has some ideas 


Rhoda will like it. 


of her own,” I suggested. 

“What's that crack supposed to mean?” 
Randy demanded grimly. 

“Take it easy. son.” I soothed. 
even know the lady in question.” 

He lit a cigarette and took a couple of 
quick puffs. “I didn’t mean to blow up like 
that. Chuck. It’s just that—well, you might 


“TI don't 


as well know now. Mother objects to 
Rhoda.” 
“Why?” 


“Oh. she’s got a million reasons. but they 
Rhoda 


born on the wrong side of the Mason-Dixon 


all boil down to one thing was 
line.” 

“Sounds like an old time Civil War ro- 
mance.” | grinned. 

“It’s nothing to 
back. 
going to marry her—if she'll have me!” 

“Okay. okay. Don’t get sore at me. Maybe 
I can help you.” 

Randy studied me closely and I met his 
gaze even though I knew that the help | 
intended to give might not be appreciated 


laugh about.” he shot 


“I'm serious about Rhoda and I'm 





until he was safely out of Rhoda’s grasp. 
He gripped my arm. “Say. that’s an idea. 
Maybe you can convince Mother that there 
But 
first of all. you've got to meet Rhoda. Come 


will never be any other girl for me. 


on. I'm supposed to pick her up in ten 
minutes.” 


\\ E HAD five 


Randy skidded to a stop and parked 
the car in front of the barbershop where 
Rhoda worked. The white 
table was in the front window and I saw a 
girl in a pert uniform bending over the 


minuies to spare when 


manicurist’s 


fingers of a sharp character who was lean- 
ing back chewing on a big cigar. I couldn't 
see her face, but from the way the cus- 
tomers in the shop kept stealing admiring 
glances, it must have been something extra 
special. 

“That’s Rhoda, I presume? Quite a pop- 
ular girl.” I said to Randy. 

He shot me a quick glance. “She knows 
a lot of people, if that’s what you mean. 
In a job like that, it’s only natural.” 

I patted his shoulder reassuringly. “Say, 
you have got it bad—being on the defen- 





mean. As if the whole 
against you and your lady-love.” 

“Believe me, Chuck, I'd rather have th 
whole world against me than Mothe, 
Somehow, she’s turned this whole thin 
into a question of the ‘honor’ of the Goog. 
loe family.” 

I looked at the shapely girl in the wip. 
dow. surrounded by several wolves. with 
bared fangs. Definitely not the “Goodloe” 
type. I decided, but I made no remark a 
Randy went inside to get her. They talked 
together briefly. then I saw Randy gesticy. 
lating wildly and a minute later he stormed 
out of the shop. It was several minutes and 
several blocks later that I ventured to ask 
what had happened. 

“She had to work late.” Randy. said 
curtly. “I can’t understand it, Chuck. It's 
never happened before.” 

“Oh. well. there’s still plenty of time for 
me to meet Rhoda. How about a drink?” 

The next day I decided I needed a mani- 
cure. Randy was at the insurance office 
where he worked and it was just as well, 
He was still plenty sore about being stood 
up the night before and wasn’t fit company 
even for himself. Besides. I had no inten. 
tion of letting him know that I planned to 
meet Rhoda on my own. 

So a short time later. I was seated at her 
little table with one hand soaking in a dish 
of warm water and the other resting lightly 
in her palm. “You don’t really need a 
manicure,” she chided. 

“It's one way of meeting a manicurist.” 
I shot back. She pressed her lips together 
and bent over her work. I could see she'd 
been handed that line before. 

Without glancing up. she said. “My 
name is Rhoda Mason, I work here from 
nine to five. and I Aave a boy friend.” 

“Engaged?” 

She hesitated a moment. then decided 
not to answer. 

I saw the pain and confusion in her clear 
It was going better than I'd 
hoped for--I’d learned already that Rhoda 
was unsure of her position with Randy, and 


sive. | 


world j 


brown eyes. 


that was good. 

Looking at her closely. I could see why 
Randy had fallen—hard. Rhoda was beau- 
tiful. She had that unusual combination of 
a sensuous body plus an air of innocence 
that makes a man want to possess and pro- 
tect a woman at the same time. Her voice 
was not a drawl but a deep throaty sound 
that seemed to twang your heartstrings. 
(nd she was intelligent. 

By the time she had finished my nails, 
we had talked about a variety of subjects. 
I told her I'd be in the Pershing bar and 
invited her to join me for a drink when she 
got off. I flashed my most charming smile 
and she agreed. The outfit Rhoda was 
wearing when she entered the bar made 
her snug-fitting uniform look like a dish 
rag. Every eye in the place was on her as 
she stood in the doorway looking for me, 
then walked over to where I sat. I felt a 
surge of pride as I caught the envious 
glances of the male patrons when she took 
the stool beside me. This is my brother’s 
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gweetheart. I smiled inwardly, and it was 
several moments before I remembered the 
real purpose behind my friendliness toward 
Rhoda. 

We talked for a long time. I'd seen at 
a glance that buying her off was out of the 
question. Not only because we Goodloes 
were by no means rich, but because it was 
plain that she was not that kind of a girl. 
] let her do most of the talking and I 
Jearned that she had a sincere affection 
for Randy. After we parted, I recalled a 
curious thing—not once had she told me 
she loved Randy. 

Of course, I didn’t tell her I was Randy’s 
brother. She knew me only as Chuck. and 
for some perverse reason I was annoyed 
that she agreed to go out with me the next 
night, and at the same time glad she'd 
accepted. Randy was working late at the 
insurance office he managed, so there were 
no complications. But I had to take pre- 
cautions that we wouldn’t be seen together 
—yet. So I decided to take her downtown 
to hear Louis Armstrong at the Blue Note. 
It wasn't likely that we’d run into any of 
the Goodloes or their “first family” friends 
there. 

Before picking Rhoda up, I stopped in 
the lobby of the Pershing Hotel to buy 
some cigarettes. As I stood at the counter, 
something happened that made me know 
that the success of my “rescue” trip was 
assured. The elevator doors behind me slid 
open and I heard the click-clack of high 
heels. I turned and saw Rhoda hurrying 
through the lobby. She was not wearing 
her uniform. My mind leaped to one con- 
clusion—I knew she didn’t live in the hotel 
and could think of no other reason for be- 
ing in a hotel room than to be with some 
man. All I had to do was to convince—or 
show—Randy what his beloved Rhoda was 
really like and he’d drop her like a hot 
potato. 

Since I’d already made the date, I made 
up my mind to see it through to the end. 
So together we listened to “Satchmo’s” 
torrid trumpet, then had a late snack in 
Chinatown and wound up dancing at the 
Club Delisa. 

Rhoda seemed to grow more and more 
alluring as the night wore on. When we 
danced, her supple curves brushed against 
me sending all sorts of crazy thoughts 
flooding through my befogged brain, and 
the subtle scent of her hair was in the air 
all around us. With an effort I pulled my- 
self together. It was a good thing the 
whole business would soon be over. I was 
no longer sure how long I could maintain 
a detached, impersonal attitude toward a 
woman as disturbing as Rhoda. Much of 
what had happened that night was just a 
blur, but when we said goodnight at the 
door of her apartment I kissed her, and I 
remember vividly the kiss she gave me in 
return... . 


HE NEXT MORNING I awoke with a 
hangover and a vague memory of some- 
thing important having happened. But ly- 


ing there in bed all I could recall was the 
sweet softness of Rhoda’s eager lips when 
she kissed me and the sudden thunder in 
my temples as she pressed her lovely body 
against mine in the darkened hallway. A 
short time later I braved a cold shower, 
dressed and went down to breakfast. Then, 
just before Randy left for the office. I 
called him aside and told him about seeing 
Rhoda at the hotel. I made no mention of 
how I happened to be there or what hap- 
pened afterward. But I painted as ugly 
and incriminating picture as I dared. 

Randy stunned me by bursting into 
laughter. “She must have been coming 
from Old Man Jenkin’s room.” he told me. 
“You see, he’s an invalid and has her come 
up there to give him a manicure. Half the 
time he just wants somebody to talk to.” 

He shifted his briefcase under his arm. 
“You should have introduced yourself if 
you recognized her, Chuck.” he added. 
“How about meeting me this evening and 
having dinner with Rhoda and me?” 

I slumped into a chair to collect my 
thoughts and figure out a angle. 
Mother bustled in to inquire how my plan 
was working out and I was so irritated I 
was barely civil to her. My mind was no 
longer clear where Rhoda was concerned 
and I determined to bring things to a head 


new 


as quickly as possible. 

When I “met” Rhoda that evening, she 
didn’t blink an eye as Randy introduced us. 
Her poise and self-assurance upset me so 
I was unable to eat and all through the 
meal I puzzled over her strange behavior. 
At last Randy went over to the table of a 
business associate for a minute and Rhoda 
and I were alone. 

“You certainly weren't surprised when 
Randy introduced us.” I told her. 

“Should I have been?” 

“Well—for one thing. we each 
other all along. And how did you know I 
was Randy’s brother?” I asked. 

Rhoda “Don’t you remember 
anything about last night? You told me 
you were Chuck Goodloe, that you live in 
New York. and—oh. lots of other things.” 

I lighted a cigarette to cover my concern. 


knew 


smiled. 


“Such as?” 

“Well, for one thing. I think it’s won- 
derful that you’re concerned about your 
brother’s feelings.” She laid a hand on my 
arm and I felt my skin tingle where her 
fingers touched. “I like Randy, Chuck, but 
believe me. I’ve never told him I loved him. 
So actually, there’s no reason for you to 
hold back.” 

I couldn’t speak. Good Lord! I thought. 
She thinks I’m in love with her and worried 
about breaking Randy’s heart. Things were 
really getting fouled up. It was a big relief 
knowing that she had no designs on Randy, 
but he still had that gleam in his eye for 
her. and that was the real problem. 

I knew I’d have to do something drastic, 
but the scheme that flitted across my mind 
as I lay in bed that night was so under- 
handed it left a bad taste in my mouth. Yet, 
somehow I convinced myself that it was for 
Randy’s sake and in situations like that, 


no holds were barred. Having made up my 
mind to go through with it, I dozed off into 
a troubled sleep. 

Rhoda and I were constant companions 
in the days that followed, going dancing, 
bowling, strolling in the brisk Spring 
weather through Washington Park, all 
building up to the night when I knew that 
Randy had a businessmen’s dinner sched- 
uled. By then, Rhoda had stars in her eyes 
and was ready to do just about anything 
to please me. So when I suggested going 
to a hotel room where we could “talk” un- 
disturbed, she was thoughtfully silent for 
only a moment before she murmured, “If 
that’s what you want, Chuck.” 

It was all so easy. I congratulated my- 
self as we drove to the hotel—the same one 
where Randy’s dinner was being held. I 
had bribed a bellboy to get Randy out into 
the lobby the moment Rhoda and I arrived. 
Seeing us register as “Mr. and Mrs. John 
Smith” and going up to a hotel room to- 
gether would certainly bring my brother to 
his senses, I figured. Surely he wasn’t that 
trusting! 

It worked like a charm. As I signed the 
register, out of the corner of my eye. I saw 
Randy enter the far end of the lobby. His 
jaw dropped a mile and for an anxious 
moment, I was afraid he was going to call 
out to me, but it wouldn’t be proper for a 
Goodloe to make a public scene. He started 
toward us, but there was an elevator wait- 
ing and the doors slid shut before he was 
halfway across the lobby. An anguished 
look of dismay and disbelief registered on 
his face before he was cut off from my 
view. Any fears that Rhoda had seen Randy 
were groundless. She kept her eyes veiled 
by her long silken lashes all the while. as 
if the whole procedure was an ordeal for 
her. A short time later, the bellboy had 
closed the door behind him and we were 
alone... «. 


OW. with my arms crushing her to me, 

it came to me that my purpose had 

already been attained. Randy knew every- 

thing now and I could pack up and fly back 

to New York. Mother had her son back 

and the family “honor” was as bright and 
shiny as it ever was, and yet— 

“Ts this what you want?” Rhoda had 
asked, and now I knew that it was exactly 
what I wanted. I wanted her desperately 
—but not this way, not with all the lies 
and deceit, not under false pretenses. I 
wanted to tell her that, confess how wrong 
I'd been about everything. 

But it was too late to turn back. Even a 
man with a heart of stone and nerves of 
steel couldn’t have resisted the delectable 
charms Rhoda offered. and I was mere 
flesh and blood. Our lips met in a passion- 
ate kiss. My hand gripped the back of her 
long, raven’s wing hair and I bent her back 
and back and back... . 

It was early morning when we tried to 
make an unobtrusive exit from the hotel, 
but suddenly a man who had been slouch- 
ing in one of the big leather chairs, leaped 
to his feet as we approached. It was Randy! 




















He cursed and swung his fist. throwing all 
his weight behind the blow. I crumpled 
like an empty flour sack. 

I came to lying on a sofa in one corner 
of the lobby. A bellboy was slapping my 
face gently with a wet towel. I sat up and 
elaneed around. The place was deserted. 
Rhoda was no where in sight. The lump on 
my chin was forgotten. I felt no pain. 
Only a knife-sharp pain around my heart 
remained. 


All the 


passed through my mind in a sordid parade 


events of the past two weeks 


and I was suddenly so ashamed of myself 
I wanted to cry. But I struggled to my 
feet and headed for the street. Rhoda was 
lost to me forever now, for I was certain 
that Randy would tell her everything he 


knew—and suspected. And it would be a 





long time—if ever—before I could face my 


brother again. Nobody loves a double- 
crosser, 

he sharp morning air straightened me 
up and I stood at the curb trying to remem- 
ber where I'd parked the car. My brain 
was still fuzzy from Randy’s solid blow. I 
was conscious of a car easing along the 
curb and I stepped back. It stopped di- 
rectly in front of me and looking inside, I 


I fumbled 


with the door handle for a breathless mo- 


saw Rhoda in the driver’s seat. 


ment, then flung the door open and half- 
climbed, half-fell on the seat next to her. 
“I didn’t think you’d be able to walk to 
where the car was parked.” I heard her 
explain. 

“But. Rhodd—darling. after what I’ve 
lone to you—” my voice broke. 

1 could only stare at her as she smiled 
gently and told me, “I admit my first im- 
pulse was to leave with Randy. but you 
She 
leaned close to me. “I was terribly hurt, 
Chuck. but 


me you love.” 


see. | never told him I loved him.” 
you can only be hurt by the 


rhis time her kiss was soft and gentle 
and suddenly, all the fuzziness was gone 
from my head and the fluttering landed in 

heart. 

[t was a hard blow for Mother to take 
when I broke the news to her that it was 
| rather than Randy who had finally fallen 
for the wiles of Rhoda and was intent on 


marrying her. She had no other son to 


rn to in a desperate attempt to forestall 
But even if Rhoda is from 
below the Mason and Dixon line, Mother 


ir marriage. 


suldn’t help but grow to love her after 
ir wedding-—and especially after she be- 
came a grandmother very much in love 
Of 
ourse. we couldn't help but name the first 
ne Randy. 


vith the two wonderful sons we have. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


she would have turned me down if she’d 
known I was still married.” 

“So you lied to her?” 

He squirmed uncomfortably. “Not ex- 


actly. Brad. I sort of—well. I gave her the 
impression that a college romance years 
ago had ended in a marriage that didn’t 
work out.” 

“Oh, brother!” 

“You just don’t understand how it is 
with people out in the sticks. They've got 
a whole lot of notions that characters like 
you and [ can’t appreciate.” Eddie rubbed 
the back of his neck thoughtfully. “Take 
Trudy’s old man. for instance—he’s a big 
shot back there in Detroit. Her mother’s 
a society woman—you know. parties. clubs, 
and all that jive.” 

I nodded sympathetically. “I know the 
type.” 

“Okay. They know I’ve got a place of 
business and that the restaurant brings in 
a nice piece of change. But guess the first 
thing they want to know when I started 
taking Trudy out—” 

“It’s your story. chum.” I said. pouring 
myself another drink. “Keep talking.” 

“Well. they're not 
much loot ve got stashed away. or what 
kind of rubber I'm rolling on—oh. no! 
They want to know what kind of family I 
come from and if I’ve got “honorable” in- 
tentions toward their darling daughter!” 
Eddie’s voice was full of mild amazement. 

“You can't blame them for wanting to 
protect their daughter, Eddie.” 

“No. I guess not. But you can see why 
I couldn't tell them 

“That you've been married twice and 
have a string of dames from Harlem to 
Atlantic City and back?” 

Eddie winked at me. “Old man Jackson 
would kicked 
house and clear out of Detroit. too!” 

Eddie told me how he planned to get his 
divorce from Ruth and marry Trudy imme- 
diately. before she or her parents could 
learn of his former marriage. He was re- 
lying on his charm to soothe Trudy’s feel- 
ings. “Once we're married.” he said con- 
fidently. “there’s not much that she can do 
about it. Besides. once I get her away from 
her parents. I can convince her of any- 
thing!” 

I still hesitated to get mixed up with any 
of Eddie’s schemes and “You 
make it sound like a kidnap plot or some- 
thing.” Eddie complained. “If I go back 
to Detroit now, the Paynes will insist on a 
big church wedding there. But if you go 
there and bring Trudy back FEast- 

“Oh no, pal! Get somebody else to run 


interested in how 


have my hips out of his 


I said so. 





your errands.” I protested. “I can just see 
myself going up to her and saying— Miss 
Payne, I've come to deliver you to Eddie 
Smith in New York. How do you prefer to 
travel. air mail or parcel post?” 

“You can joke all you want about it. but 
that’s exactly what I want you to do!” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Of course I’m serious.” Eddie declared, 
“The new car I ordered at the factory js 
ready to be picked up. You can do that for 
me and bring Trudy back at the same time, 
You see, it all fits.” 

“You can say that again! By the time 
we get back you'll be divorced and free to 
marry Trudy.” I laughed cynically. “Why 
not make me your proxy and Jet me marry 
her in Detroit? Then she can step directly 
from your brand new car into the bridal 
bed without wasting a minute.” I suggested 
sarcastically. 

“T thought about that. too, but [ decided 
against it. After all, I don’t want her to 
think I’m trying to put something over on 
her.” 

What can you do with a guy like that? I 
stared at him in grudging admiration. Even 
as a kid he’d had the same cool self-confi- 
dence and disregard for what other people 
might think or feel. And because of that 
devilish charm of his he always got away 
with it. 


FEW DAYS later I found myself at 
** LaGuardia Field, weighing in my lug- 
gage and listening to Eddie’s last minute 
instructions. “Now don’t forget.” he said. 
handing me a roll of bills for expense 
money. “I’m all tied up with the new res- 
taurant I’m opening and that’s why I had 
to send you. Got that?” 

“Check.” I leafed through the bills. 
There was almost $200. 

“That should be enough cash for the trip 
back. Get Trudy anything she wants. 
There’s more where that came from. And 
take it easy on that new car of mine! | 
want it broken in right, so hold it down to 
the speed they tell you at the factory.” 

“You seem more worried about that new 
rubber than your new bride.” I observed 
dryly. “By the way. what does the lucky 
lady look like?” 

“Brad, she’s gorgeous! She’s sweet. and 
—well, cute as a speckled pup!” Eddie 
fished a snapshot out of his well-padded 
wallet. “It doesn’t do her justice.” he apol- 
ogized, “but itll give you an idea.” 

It was right then that I began to have 
some misgivings about the whole venture. 
Smiling up at me from the photograph was 
a lovely creature who could have held her 
own in a beauty contest with Lena Horne 
or any other woman you could name. Her 
dark curly hair was cut in a close bob, 
framing a face that was a lovely combina- 
tion of sweet innocence and pixie-like viva- 
ciousness. And Eddie was trusting me with 
something as precious as that! 

Just then the P.A. system announced my 
flight and after a quick handshake I left 
Eddie standing in the terminal and dashed 
out to the plane. It was only when the 
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stewardess passed by to check seat belts 
that I realized that I still had Trudy’s pic- 
jure clutched in my hand. 

The trip was uneventful and a few hours 
later I was checking into the Gotham Ho- 
tel. I had worked out a schedule that 
would make every minute count and get me 
pack to my Greenwich Village studio as 
«oon as possible. As I'd reminded Eddie, 
just because I was a commercial artist 
working free lance didn’t mean I could 
stay away from my drawing board for days 
ata time. So I planned to pick up Trudy 
the next morning, then the car, and be on 
the road back to New York by early after- 
noon. I figured that with a good night’s 
sleep I’d be able to drive straight through. 
The weather was spring-like and if I 
needed a rest stop, I could always grab a 
couple hours sleep somewhere along the 
road. 

As I laid the contents of my suit pockets 
out on the dresser I noticed the photo- 
graph of Trudy. Acting on an impulse, I 
picked up the telephone and asked the girl 
on the desk to dial the number Eddie had 
given me. And then, after a breathless 
wait, I heard her voice vibrating over the 
wire like the melody from a deep-toned 
viola. There was suppressed excitement in 
her voice when I told her who I was. “Oh, 
I'm so glad you’re here, Brad!” she said. 
“Eddie wired me to expect you tomorrow. 
I've got to see you!” 

“Has something gone wrong?” 

“I can’t talk now.” she whispered. “Just 
tell me where you're staying and I'll come 
right over. I'll explain everything then.” 

Thoughtfully I replaced the phone, puz- 
dled over this new development, yet eager 
to see in person the girl whose photograph 
had made such a deep impression on me. 
I wondered if it was possible for any 
human to be as breath-takingly beautiful 
as the girl in the picture. I studied the 
photograph again and decided that the 
photographer must have added his own 
artistic talent to achieve such startling 
results, 

But I realized how wrong I was the mo- 
ment Trudy walked into my room. Did I 
say walk? It was more like floating, the 
smooth, effortless way she moved over the 
floor. She flashed me a dazzling smile. 
“This is the right room, isn’t it? You are 
Brad Hall, aren’t you?” 

I could only nod my head and manage a 
weak smile. Trudy sat down on the edge 
of the bed and leaned back on her arms. 
She was certainly a vision of loveliness. I 
stammered an apology when I suddenly 
realized she had been talking and I hadn’t 
heard a word. “I can’t blame you for not 


understanding my babbling,” she  ex- 
plained. “I’m so excited that I can’t talk 


straight. You see, Dad found out that 
Eddie is married and hasn’t even gotten a 
divorce yet. 

“And he raised some objections?” 


“More than that,” she chuckled. “In 
plain language, he raised hell! And he 


just got angrier when I insisted that I love 
Eddie and planned to stick by him until 


things were straightened out. Finally, I 
threw some things in my bag and stormed 
out of the house.” 

“So you're going through with it?” I 


asked. 
Her eyes grew serious. “Of course. I 
can’t back out on Eddie now.” She 


smiled impishly. “I can’t go back home, 
so you'll have to put me up for the night. 
It would be just like Dad to check all the 
hotels trying to find me tonight.” 

I cast a doubtful eye on the single bed. 
“Well——” 

“Oh, don’t worry,” Trudy hastened to 
assure me. “I won’t be in the way. I'll 
just curl up in that arm chair.” 

But I insisted that she take the bed and 
she finally gave in. She picked up her 
bag and went into the bathroom and I 
selected a magazine from the desk and set- 
tled back into the easy chair with my feet 
propped up on my suitcase. A few mo- 
ments later, Trudy glided back into the 
room and my heart stopped beating for a 
couple of seconds. She was wearing a 
cob-webby black negligee that clung to her 
ripe young body like a second skin. “From 
my hope chest,” she told me. “Like it?” 

I gulped in embarrassment at the reveal- 
ing gown and nodded silently. Trudy 
struck a pose in the center of the room, 
then whirled to show off the garment. “It 
seems that my wedding wardrobe will go 
to waste since this has turned out to be an 
elopement,” she observed ruefully. 

I wanted to tell her that I was fully as 
appreciative of her present outfit as Eddie 
would have been, but decided I couldn’t 
afford to speak my mind. After all, I re- 
minded myself, if Eddie trusted me, then 
the least I could do was play it straight. 
So I tried to concentrate on the magazine 
while Trudy casually prepared for bed. 
But it was humanly impossible to keep my 
eyes off her as she moved about the room. 
I was fascinated by such rare beauty. 
Finally, she got into the bed, cradled her 
face on one arm and dropped off to sleep. 
The thoughts that whirled through my 
brain as I gazed at her serene face all that 
night made me more determined than ever 
to get the trip over with as soon as possi- 
ble. As it was, I knew that it would be a 


long time before I could even think 
about Trudy without my heart doing 


acrobatics 


Y MORNING I was bleary eyed from 
lack of sleep, but after a shower I felt 
much better. I slipped out of the room 
without disturbing Trudy, who was curled 
up in the bed like a fluffy kitten, and 
headed for the huge auto plant. It didn’t 
take long to present Eddie’s receipt and 
pick up the new car. When I got back to 
the hotel I was ready to check out and get 
started. But Trudy had other ideas. 
“You'll do no such thing!” she ordered. 
“You're going to eat some breakfast before 
starting on a trip like this.” 
So I found myself having my first meal 
with Trudy, and it could have been card- 
board I was munching as we sat there in 
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the Ebony Room. I was too busy admiring 
my companion. She wanted to know all 
about me and for some reason I found my- 
self trying to make an impression and at 
the same time retain a decent amount of 
modesty. Trudy was especially interested 
in my work. “I’ve never known a pro- 
fessional artist.” she confessed. “and I've 
always wanted to ask one about those 
models they use.” 

“You mean. do they really pose in the 
nude?” I ventured. 

She shook her head. “Not that. I sup- 
pose it’s vain of me and I don’t expect to 
ever try it, but ’'ve often wondered whether 
I could qualify for a job like that.” 

“From what I saw last night. you'd 
make the average girl look like a candidate 
for a broomstick!” I blurted out. Then, 
seeing her cheeks redden. I steered the 
conversation into less personal channels. 
The meal over, we got our bags and 
checked out of the hotel. 

“T suppose this is to be your wedding 
present,” I said. as we climbed into the 
sleek black Cadillac convertible. 

“It's a beautiful car.” she commented, 
“Trust Eddie to get only the best.” 

“And not only cars!” I added silently, 
easing out into the traffic on John R Street. 
Until we hit the highway, I concentrated 
on my driving. getting the feel of the un- 
familiar machine. But soon we were 
rolling along so smoothly I found it hard 
to hold back the power under the hood and 
maintain the 35-mile an hour speed limit 
as the factory mechanic had cautioned. 

I was curious to know how Trudy had 
met Eddie, so she told me of his whirl- 
wind seven-day courtship and proposal of 
marriage. “I guess he swept me off my 
feet.” she said. 

*“Eddie’s like that.” I agreed. 
gets what he goes after.” 

“Pd never met anyone like him before.” 

We rode in silence a few miles, then 
Trudy murmured, “But I’m glad he didn’t 
come for me himself.” 

1 shot her a quizzical glance. 

“Maybe that queer,” she ex- 
plained, “but—well, for one thing, it gives 
me a chance to think calmly about things. 
It's hard to do any thinking at all when 
Eddie’s around.” 

“You said ‘one thing.’ 


“Always 


sounds 


There’s another 
reason?” 

‘A very good reason, Brad. I got a 
chance to meet you.” She laid a hand on 
my arm, and somehow the innocent gesture 
annoyed me. “I’m glad Eddie sent you,” 
she told me. 

“Yeah? Well, I think maybe he made 
a mistake,” I muttered. 

“You're Eddie’s friend and I like you, 
Brad. I—I hope you like me.” 

“That’s what I mean!” And again I 
cursed myself for getting involved in an 
affair that seemed to be heading for un- 
foreseen complications like a ship plowing 
through dangerous, uncharted seas. 

\round noon, Trudy announced that she 
was hungry and reluctantly I pulled along- 
side a lunch stand. I was in no mood to 


eco 


eat. I saw the way things were heading 
and I wanted to deliver my passenger and 
get her out of my life as quickly as pos- 
sible. So I suggested that Trudy get her- 
self a sandwich to take out. 

When she came back to the car. she had 
a bag full of hot dogs and containers of 
hot black coffee. She fed me the sand- 
wiches as I drove and my irritable mood 
soon vanished. It wasn’t Trudy’s fault 
that I had fallen for her like a ton of 
bricks, I finally decided. And now that 
I had admitted to myself the way I felt 
about her. the only sensible thing to do 
was to be grateful for this chance to enjoy 
her companionship. New York was the 
end of the line—not only for the trip but 
for our being alone together—for every- 
thing. 

The steady hum of the motor and the 
easy rocking motion of the car eventually 
had their effect on Trudy and she dozed off 
right in the middle of a sentence. her head 
on my shoulder and one hand clutching 
my lapel. All sorts of daydreams flooded 
through my brain, and in all of them I was 
the lucky guy who had won the love of this 
lovely creature snuggled so warm and soft 
against me. 

But as the sun set and darkness set in. 
the sleepless night I'd spent began to tell 
on me. The white line down the middle of 
the highway began to waver and once the 
car veered dangerously near the edge of 
So I pulled into a roadside park 
Trudy stirred lazily 
“Where are 


the road. 
and stopped the car. 
and gradually came to life. 


we?” she asked. peering out into the 
gathering dusk. 

“Somewhere in Ohio.” 

She studied me for a moment. “You 


don't look so good.” she observed. 
I laughed shortly. “Don’t hold it against 
me.” 
“Silly! 
tired.” 
“Tl be all right in a few minutes.” I 
told her irritably. “Don’t let these circles 
under my eyes fool you. I'm no cream 
puff!” 
“Okay, Superman!” Trudy snapped. 
“Just be careful how you drive. You may 
not care about your neck. but [ like mine 


You know what I mean. You’re 


in one piece.” 

“Don’t worry. baby.” I retorted. “I'll 
deliver you and your beautiful neck safely 
to Eddie. and the sooner the better as far 
as I’m concerned!” 


GUNNED the motor and shot off down 

the road. I drove in grim silence for a 
while, then felt my gritty eyelids drooping 
and I knew that it would be sheer suicide 
to stay behind the wheel. Yet. I forced 
myself to stay alert and kept driving. We 
passed a motor court and I noticed Trudy’s 
wistful glance at the big neon sign adver- 
tising beds and showers. 

The more I thought about it, the more 
attractive the prospect of a warm bed be- 
came. A Spanish villa-type auto court 
loomed up ahead and by the time 
reached it I had made my decision. I 


we 


swung the wheel and braked to a stop jg 
front of the yellow stucco office building 
Without looking at Trudy. I said grufty, 
“Okay, you win. We'll rent a cabin ang 
start out again in the morning.” I closed 
my eyes and slouched down against the 
back of the seat. “I guess I'm a cream 
puff. after all.” 

Then I felt her soft fingertips gently 
massage my forehead and temples and | 
held my breath and dared not open my 
eyes. “Poor Brad,” she whispered. “You're 
no cream puff. But you are trying to run 
away from me. Why?” 

“Because I love you!” I wanted to shout 
it at the top of my voice: I wanted to 
breathe it into Trudy’s ear. But Eddie was 
my pal and I kept silent. 

A bald-headed little guy popped up be. 
side the car. “Two cabins.” I fairly 
shouted at him. His eyebrows shot up 
quizzically and he looked from me to 
Trudy and back again. but I was in no 
mood to explain. He could think what 
he liked. All I wanted was to crawl under 
the covers and forget everything, including 
Trudy and why I was running from her, 
He led Trudy to a double unit. while | 
parked the car. Practically staggering 
under the burden of our two bags. I man- 
aged to get inside the tiny cabin and fell 
across the bed. 

I heard the door to the adjoining room 
open and Trudy’s heels tapping across the 
floor. “Get up!” “You'll 
probably hate me for it, but I’m not going 
to give you a moment's peace until you get 
under that shower.” 

Grumbling. and with half closed eyes I 
followed the cheering sound of running 
water to the shower stall between our 
rooms. The hot water soothed my jangled 
nerves and eased the tension in my knotted 
muscles. so by the time Trudy rapped on 
the door, I felt almost refreshed enough 
to give up ideas of sleep. 

I slipped into my pajamas and the robe 
that she handed me and went back into my 
room. From somewhere Trudy had _bor- 
rowed a shaky-legged card table and on it 
had set a meal served in cardboard plates 
and cups. “This isn’t a home cooked 
meal.” she announced as we sat down to 
eat. “I figured it would be more comforta- 
ble to eat here than to sit on a stool at the 
lunch stand across the road.” 

I nodded agreement as I attacked the 
sandwiches and gulped the steaming coffee. 
“Actually. I'm a pretty good cook,” she 
added with a smile. 

“I’m sure Eddie will be delighted.” 

Trudy looked hurt. “That wasn’t nice,” 
she chided. 

“You're right. and I apologize. As a 
matter of fact, I guess I’ve gotten out of 
line more than once today. I’m sorry.” 

“I think I understand, Brad.” She gave 
me a bright smile. “But I still don’t know 
why you're running from me. What are 
you afraid of, Brad?” 

I gazed at her as she sat opposite me, a 
hafled look on her lovely face. Was she 
serious? Didn’t she sense how I felt? I 


she ordered. 


cot 1 
Mayb 
Al 
face. 
that. 
“Bu 
Tru 
spoke 
can't 
: 
“Ther 
sons | 
“May 
‘All C 
She 
| long 
out al 
for tl 
friend 
hoars 
he as! 
let hi 
Tre 
“Whe 
Jove V 
| wen 
key 0 
held 1 
Th 
my 0 
on m 
“Wha 
I] 
sleep 
York 
Eddie 
but I 
Iv 
door, 
oun 


| Dt 

wi 
of th 
the 
strait 
What 

asf 
mare 
ing @ 
you | 

“Wl 
tryin; 
silho 
“T gu 

Sh 
the s 
sense 
hung 
and | 
I sho 
room 
passi 
soft. 

WI 
babb 
that 
to m: 
light 

“y 
in a 





made 





ya stop in 
> building 
id eruflly, 
cabin and 
I closed 
gainst the 
1 a cream 


ps gently 
les and J 
open my 

"7 ou're 
ng to run 


d to shout 
vanted to 
’ddie was 


‘d up be. 
I fairly 
shot up 
1 me to 
as in no 
nk what 
wl under 
ncluding 
rom. her, 
while | 
ig gering 
. T man- 
and fell 


1g room 
ross the 
“You'll 
ot going 
you get 


| eyes I 
running 
en our 
jangled 
knotted 
ped on 
enough 


1e robe 
nto my 
id bor- 
d on it 
plates 
cooked 
wn to 
nforta- 
at the 


~d_ the 
coffee. 
” she 


° ” 
nice, 
As a 
nut of 
- gave 


know 
t are 


me, a 
s she 


te 


got UP and walked across the room. 
“Maybe I'm running away from myself. 
Maybe I'm afraid of hurting Eddie.” 

A look of concern flashed across her 
“But you wouldn’t deliberately do 
friend.” 

a man.” 

solemnly and when she 
“Then we 


face. 
that. Youre 

“But I am also 

Trudy eyed me 
poke her voice 
can't be—just friends?” 

| didn’t her a 
“There’s a song that was popular a few sea- 
sons ago. I liked it a lot.” I told her. 
“Maybe you remember Sinatra doing it— 
‘ll Or Nothing At All?” 

She just stood there looking at me and 
[longed to take her in my arms and pour 
wut all the words and phrases a man saves 
“Eddie’s my 


his 


quavered. 


give direct answer. 


for the woman he loves. 
friend.” I continued and my voice 
hoarse croak. “He trusts me. That’s why 


he asked me to bring you to him. I can’t 


was a 


let him down.” 

Trudy started to speak, but I cut her off. 
“What I’m saying is that I could fall in 
love with you. And baby, that ain’t good!” 
[went to the door to her room and took the 
key out of the lock. I handed it to her and 
held the door open for her. 

Then she spoke for the first time since 
my outburst. She turned her misty 
on me as she paused in the 
‘What are you going to do about it, Brad?” 

I laughed curtly. “Get a good night’s 
seep and burn the highway back to New 
York tomorrow! Maybe I won't break in 
Eddie’s car the way they said at the factory, 
but I'll get you there.” 

I waited until she closed and locked the 
door, then climbed into bed and was soon 


eyes 
doorway . 


wund asleep. 


DON’T KNOW how long after that it 
was, but I awoke with a start. half out 
{the bed and with the covers heaped on 
Trudy was bending over me 
shove me back into the bed. 
I mumbled. 


the floor. 
straining 
What’s wrong?” 
“You must have been 
mare.” she answered. “I heard you toss- 
ing and shouting and rushed in to wake 
Now you can go back to sleep.” 
raving, about?” I asked, 
from her figure, 


having a night- 


you up. 

“What was I 
trying to keep my eyes 
silhouetted in the light from my 
“I guess I didn’t make much sense.” 

She laid her cool palm on my cheek and 
the simple. comforting gesture stirred my 
The subtle scent of her perfume 
hung about my head like a misty cloud 
and I couldn’t think clearly. I knew that 
I should tell her to leave, to go back to her 
toom and Jet me struggle alone against the 


window. 


senses, 


passionate thoughts the nearness of her 
soft. warm young body stirred within me. 
What crazy. impossible things had I 
babbled my sleep? What had I said 


that caused her to linger at my bedside, 
tomake her eyes glow with such a tender 
light. 

“You weren’t raving, Brad,” Trudy said 
ina throaty whisper. “What you said 





made sense—it opened my eyes. I thought 


were the one who was running from 
But now I know that it was I.” 

aid other things too. things I didn’t 
I was drinking in the 
revealed so temptingly 
black negligee she had 
“You'd better go 


you 
things. 

She s 
hear because 
her. 


quite 
beauty of 
through the 
night before. 


same 
worn the 


now.” I finally managed to say. 

“All right. Brad.” she said in a hurt 
voice. “Sorry I bothered you.” She 
sighed deeply and there was a_ tense 
silence. Then. apparently recovering her 
poise. she said brightly. “Well, at least I 


can tuck you in before I go.” 

Her hands fluttered like 
she drew the cover up around my neck and 
shoulders. “Good night Brad.” She bent 
over me and I felt a teardrop splash lightly 
on my cheek and then her warm lips in a 


captive birds as 


tender goodnight kiss. 
My arms. moving as if they were de- 


tached from my body. went up around her 
neck and I pulled her tight against me. I 
found her lips and captured them in a kiss 
that revealed the forbidden thoughts that 
had been whirling in my brain and sending 
the blood pounding through my veins. All 
thoughts of Eddie, or friendship and honor. 


vanished as Trudy responded to my ca- 


resses. Through the sheer lace of her 
gown. I felt the quickened beat of her 


heart and right or wrong I knew that for 
for that night was 
Nothing else in the 


that moment love 
mine for the taking. 


world mattered ... 


THE SUNLIGHT streaming through the 
window awakened me. I stirred lazily. 
My hand touched the empty pillow, still 
Trudy’s bitter tears of remorse, 
was nowhere in sight. 

I lay there trying to think 
would say when I faced Trudy. 
words to apologize, to tell her somehow that 
after night there would never be an- 
other woman for me. I knew that I could 
expect nothing but hate and contempt from 
her. and as for Eddie, whose friendship I 
had betrayed. well—I’d face that when the 
Right now I had to find Trudy. 
and her bag 


wet with 


but she 
of what I 
the right 


last 


time came. 
But she wasn’t in her room 
was gone! 

Hastily I threw on 
rushed outside. The car 
parking lot where I had left it. 

Across the courtyard, the bald-headed 


clothes and 
in the 


some 


was not 


little guy who had rented us the cabin 
hailed me. 
“The missus made it all right.” he 


grinned. “We got down to the depot just as 
the 5:30 milk train pulled in. Too bad 
she couldn’t make the rest of the trip with 
My wife’s got the same trouble.” 


you. 

“Huh?” Nothing seemed to make sense 
that morning. 

“Yes. car sickness is a funny thing. Now 


you take my wife for instance 

“Where’s the car?” I cut in sharply. 

“The car? Oh, I left it down near the 
office. I ain’t so hot on parking these new 
fangled cars.” 

I dashed into the cabin and picked up 
my bag. I gave Trudy’s room one last 
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| check—perhaps there was a note. But a 
| quick search revealed nothing. Only a 
faint trace of the haunting perfume she 
had worn and the still damp pillow re- 
mained as mute reminders of the night 
before ... 
Several hours later, the mile-eating 
speed of the car had brought me closer to 
New York but I was still far from a solu- 
tion of the dilemma that had to be solved 
sooner or later. I had violated the trust of 
a friend and when I faced Eddie it would 
be hypocritical to remain silent. Yet, to 
put into words the awful wrong I’d done 
would be impossible. 
But this problem was nothing compared 
| to the question of what to do about Trudy. 
| I loved her—that much I was positive of. 
| Yet, what right had I even to think of 
| romance? Not when she was engaged to 
my best friend, and especially not after I 
had stolen from her the intimate secret of 
| love that rightfully belonged to another 
man, 

I drove steadily, handling the car almost 
automatically while my brain wrestled with 
the conflict I was trying so desperately to 
resolve. Why had Trudy run away? Had 
she fled to Eddie to tell him how I had be- 
trayed him? 

It was early when the car 
plunged into Holland Tunnel and emerged 
in midtown Manhattan. I had finally de- 
cided to go directly to Eddie and face 
whatever awaited me. Nothing he could 
say or do could make me feel any worse 
than I did. But when I pulled up in front 
of Eddie’s new restaurant on St. Nicholas 
Avenue, Eddie took time out from super- 
vising the crew of workmen and rushed out 
to greet me. 

He beamed proudly as he examined 
every inch of his new car. “Real gone, eh, 


morning 


Brad?” he chuckled. 
I nodded impatiently. “Sure, Eddie. It 
rides like a dream. But—-uh—where’s 


Trudy?” 

“Over at the Theresa,” he told me, 
polishing a bit of chrome with the sleeve 
of his shirt. “I guess she’s got a lot of 
things to take care of.” 

“She didn’t say anything—tell you about 
the trip?” I asked anxiously. 

“Only that she decided to take a train 
the rest of the way in. Couldn't wait to 
see me!” he added, nudging me with his 
elbow and giving me a wink. 

I couldn’t stand the suspense any longer, 
so even though I hated to cut short his 
jubilant mood, I said, “I’ve got to talk to 
you Eddie. important—it’s 
about Trudy.” 

Eddie looked at me curiously. 
“Okay, Brad. Let’s go inside.” 

We sat down at the half-constructed 
lunch counter and after a couple of false 
starts, I told him the whole story of that 
night at the auto court. When I finished. 
Eddie’s face registered frank disbelief. “I 
don’t believe it!” he thundered. “It can’t 
be true!” 

I didn’t argue the point but sat waiting 
for him to make the next move. 


Something 


then said, 





Eddie shoy. 


ed. “She’s not a tramp. a common ord 


“Trudy’s a high-class girl,” 


” 





nary 

“Don’t you think I know it?” I snapped 
“Don’t you think I feel lousy enough aboy 
what happened without the lecture?” 

“You need more than a lecture. chun! 
I thought I was a no good guy. playing the 
field and making like Don Juan. By 
you're different. You're supposed to be 
respectable. How could you 

I leaped to my feet. “Shut up!” | 
shouted. “Curse me out, hit me. do some. 
thing, but shut up about it.” 





HE TENSION snapped and I slumped 
down on my stool. Silently. Eddie went 
behind the counter and pulled out a fifth 
of White Horse. We drank. not speaking 
or looking at each other. Finally Eddie 
broke the silence. “We’ve got to do some. 


thing,” he said as if making a great 
discovery. 
“Yeah, but what?” 


“Trudy’s got to get married, of course, 
And you're the victim!” he _ insisted, 
“You've got to make an honest woman of 
her.” 

When I finally realized what he was say- 

ing, it was like a sudden plunge into icy 
Eddie Smith the playboy. Eddie, 
the ladies man, talking about making an 
honest woman of someone! And he was 
dead serious about it. According to his 
code. I'd compromised a “good” girl and if 
he’d been Trudy’s father he couldn’t have 
been more concerned that I do right by 
her. 

Of course, Trudy would have a lot to 
say about it, and I reminded him of that 
fact. 

“To hell what she thinks about it!” he 
retorted. “You two have got to get 
married.” 

Still protesting that it might not be quite 
that cut and dried, I went with him to the 
hotel where Trudy had gone. But the desk 
clerk told us she had checked out an hour 
earlier. There were two letters there— 
one for Eddie and one for me. 

I never learned what was in Eddie’s, but 
mine was a personal, hand-written invita- 
tion to happiness. Trudy wrote that she 
couldn't go through with her marriage to 
Eddie and had come on to New York to 
tell him so. But her courage had failed 
her and she’d returned to Detroit leaving 
Eddie a letter of explanation. 

But the part of my letter that made my 
heart do nip-ups, the part I read and re- 
read on my second flight to Detroit said: 

“T guess I loved you all along—since 
that night we first met, only I didn’t know 
it. Otherwise, that night at the auto court 
would never have happened. Forgive me 
for running away—remember how I ac- 
cused you of the same thing?—but I 
couldn't take it if what happened that night 
meant nothing to you is 

It would take a lot of selling to make 
her know what it had meant to me—a 
whole lifetime. ... 


water. 


THE END 
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mother. she was arranging party favors on 
the refreshment table. 

“Mrs. Thorton, I have a little birthday 
poem to recite for Blanchie when she cuts 
the cake.” 

She smiled at me. 
you. Linda. But we're all going to sing 
Happy Birthday and listen to Blanchie’s 
new phonograph—so you just relax.” 

Tears of anxiety sprang to my eyes. “But 
[ promised mother.” 

A sharp. significant glance passed be- 
tween the two women. “All right, dear,” 
Mrs. Thorton soothed. “If it means 
much to you.” 

[turned towards the door but not quickly 
enough to escape her pitying whisper: “It’s 
ashame the way Vi pushes that child. Al- 


“That’s very nice of 


so 


Eddie. ways wanting her to be the life of the 
king an party.” 
he was “She’s a frightened woman, Hazel,” Mrs. 
to his Thomas answered. “Scared she'll turn into 
| and if another Sue or Emma. You know, another 
*t have old maid!” 
cht by Raw with humiliation. I slowly walked 
; toward the terrace. Then, suddenly, as if 
lot to in a vivid nightmare, I remembered every 
if that stark detail of that scene in the garden. 
Again Aunt Emma’s words resounded 
1” he through my mind like the ominous toll of 
) get a far distant bell. “We Howland women 
can’t hold our men. Don’t let it happen to 
quite Linda.” 
o th 
os URING the next few years I grew into 
hour an attractive girl with deep brown 
ae velvety eyes and a heart-shaped face. I was 
popular with the boys and girls in my 
het crowd. Spinning along in the dizzy whirl 
vite of school parties, games and weekend fun, 
die Aunt Emma’s stark warning about the 
e to Howland women was completely forgotten. 
se like a bad dream that dies away in the 
iled brilliant light of morning. 
‘ing After graduating from college. I became 
a full-fledged junior librarian at the local 
my branch library. I was 19 that year—the year 
ie Freddie Thomas started dating me regu- 
larly. Freddie was short, gawky. with 
-_ sandy hair and a toothy grin. Blanche had 
on once tagged him “The Most Uninteresting 
urt Boy of the Year.” But as far as I was con- 
a cerned, he was on a par with most of the 
on fellows I knew. 
I “He’s safe and steady,” Mom would 
ht sometimes remark wistfully. And somehow, 
pretty and popular as I had become, I 
™ sensed a fear lurking in the back of Mom’s 
p mind, a need to see me settled early with 
a safe husband. 
D One night Blanche called me and 
throuch her “QOhs” and ‘“Ahs” and 
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bubbling, excited chatter. I managed to 
understand that her brother, Ned, had 
brought home to dinner a good-looking out- 
of-towner, a visiting accountant from Ned’s 
home office. “I’m having: the gang in, 
Linda, and F want you and Freddie to 
come.” 

I didn’t go to the party that night. I 
pretended to have a headache and went up 
to bed. I just simply rebelled at always 
being paired off with Freddie. [’m 19, I 
told myself defiantly, and I’m not ready to 
settle for Freddie—not by a long shot. 

The next morning was a hectic one at 
the library. I had just settled down to 
check some catalogue records when, as if 
an unseen hand had touched me. I looked 
up and there he was standing at my desk— 
tall, copper skinned, vital looking—the 
word dashing comes to mind. He smiled, 
holding A History of Mathematics in his 
hand. “Now I know why Greenville is on 
the map,” he said. 

His eyes swept over me and I blushed. 
There was a clear male frankness in his 
look. To cover up my embarrassment, I 
pursed my lips and tried to sound exactly 
like Miss Libby, the senior librarian, talk- 
ing to a noisy child. “Can I do anything 
for you?” 

His eyes crinkled with amusement. “How 
about dinner tonight, on Saturday, and all 
of your time on Sunday?” 

He kept on talking sweet, silly talk as if 
we had known each other.all our lives. I 
summoned an unconvincing frown. “You're 
taking things very much for granted Mr. 

Then I had to laugh. Here we were 
talking like old friends and we didn’t even 
know each other’s names. 

“Lex Adams, at your service.” 

“Linda Howland.” 

Suddenly he touched the bright yellow 
forsythia branch on my desk. “I'll always 
love forsythia, one-thirty in the afternoon, 

and the smell of library ink.” he murmured. 
Then he added quickly, “Why weren’t you 
at Blanche Thorton’s party last night?” 

Blanche’s party! Then I understood. Lex 
was the handsome accountant Ned had 
brought home to dinner. I felt a sharp pang 
of regret. Blanche would feel she had first 
call on him. After all, he was Ned’s friend 
and “a 

“Shall I call for you at home. Linda?” 

Slowly, miserably, I shook my head. He 
stared at me with a worried look. “Why 
not? Anything wrong?” 

“No, Lex. It’s just that--I mean Blanche 





Understanding flashed across his face. “I 
get it now. You think I should be dating 
Blanche.” 

“T think so, Lex.” 

His lips tensed into a frown. “Now look 
here, Linda. Blanche is a swell girl. I like 
her but that’s all. It’s you I want to date.” 
His eyes smiled suddenly. “And I won't 
take no for an answer.” 

Friday was my late night to work. Lex 
picked me up at the library and we had 
dinner together. Over sizzling steaks and 
tall, icy schooners of beer, he told me the 


things I already knew. That he was an ac- 
countant working for a firm in Chicago, 
now in Greenville to check local office 
records. Then he added with that grin I 
was beginning to find so irresistible: “I 
have no family but I’m beginning to enter- 
tain great hopes in that direction.” 

The next morning I told mother about 
Lex and her brows knit in a faint line of 
worry. She kept assuring me how safe and 
sound Freddie was but I convinced her to 
reserve judgment until she met Lex. “All 
right, dear.” she finally consented. “Bring 
him to dinner on Saturday.” 

That evening after Mom and Dad and my 
kid brother Petie had gone to the movies, 
Blanche barged in fit to be tied. She faced 
me in the center of the room, hard angry 
lines about her eyes and mouth. “That 
was a mean trick you pulled. Linda, dating 
Lex Adams. You had your nerve.” 

Quietly I tried to explain how Lex felt 
about her but she finally flounced out of the 
room with a, “Don’t bother explaining, 
Linda. I just hope I can do the same for 
you some day.” 

On Saturday afternoon Mom and I pol- 
ished the house from attic to cellar until it 
shone like cutglass and silver. Dad. who 
was a dentist, left his office early to help 
prune the garden and I even made ten-year 
old Petie hose down the front porch and 
sidewalk. 

I was proud of Lex that night. Dad liked 
him right away and even Mom relaxed un- 
der his easy but respectful manner. After- 
wards Lex took me to the movies. During 
the next two hours I pretended to watch the 
screen while a sweet tumult stirred within 
me at the very touch of his hand. With a 
mounting happiness I spun some wonderful 
dreams. Lex and me in a small apartment, 
hanging pictures, setting up bookcases 
dear, homey visions. Now and then Lex 
laughed at the happenings on the screen 
and I thought of the poet who had long ago 
written, “Love to a woman is her whole life 
—to a man a thing apart.” 

That night in the secure darkness of the 
porch, I found a new world with Lex. Now 
I was glad that I had avoided the clumsy 
fondlings of Freddie and the other boys I 
had dated. I felt a thankful happiness that 
I had waited for this moment—saved my- 
self for Lex, his demanding lips that took 
mine with kisses deep and searching, his 
gentle hands that caressed a sweet fire 
through my body, his sure ways in love, 
tender and forceful, that aroused in me an 
ecstasy that ached as well as blessed. 

“Linda, darling, I love 
much,” he murmured huskily. 

“I’ve waited for this such a long time, 
Lex.” 

“My darling, so have I.” 


you so very 


HE NEXT THREE WEEKS 

blissfully. We enjoyed leisurely picnics 
near the lake. took long walks. dined and 
danced together. Many times we just spent 
quiet evenings in the garden listening to 
the radio. 

Finally, on one mellow, intimate, star- 


passed 





sprinkled night, Lex asked me to be hi 
wife and I knew one of the finest momen 
that can ever come to a woman. 

Then the following Monday! Lex walke 
onto the front porch at home, worried ling 
about his eyes making him look suddenly 
older. I felt a sharp pang of uneasiness 
he bent over to kiss me. “My firm wired 
me to return to Chicago at once. darling 
I’m leaving this morning,” he announced, 

“Is anything wrong, Lex?” I asked softly. 

He smiled and his hand played with the 
small bow ribbon in my hair. “It’s just tha 
I hate to leave you even for a little while 
Linda.” 

“Then don’t leave me. Lex.” My voice 
was a tender entreaty. “Take me with you, 
Let’s be married right away.” 

But Lex was deaf to my pleading. He jp. 
sisted that we wait, that I start planning 
our wedding, shopping for a_ trousseau, 
dreaming about the kind of house I wanted, 
“ll be back in a month, darling.” he whis. 
pered. “Then we'll be married in high style 
—-with all the trimmings.” 

During the weeks that followed, I missed 
Lex with a sharper loneliness than I had 
ever known. But I consoled myself with 
the thought that we had all our lives to look 
forward to and. of course, our daily letters, 
They were filled with a wonderful. com. 
forting intimacy—all about the dinners we 
ate, the movies we saw, the casual happen- 
ings, the little odds-and-ends that all lovers 
find so fascinating. 

Then, one night about a month later, | 
came home from the library to find Mom 
hanging a new set of kitchen curtains. | 
offered to help but she laughed down at me. 
“Get along with you, Linda. There’s a 
letter waiting and I know you're dying to 
read it.” 

A delightful shiver of anticipation ran 
through me as I settled down on the sofa 
with my letter. I looked forward to this 
nightly event as if to a glorious holiday 
feast or an evening of shining gayety. Oh, 
darling, 1 pleaded softly, as 1 opened the 

letter, please come back soon. I miss you 
so very much. You promised I'd never be 
lonely again. 

Mom’s voice broke through my reverie. 
“What does he write, Linda?” 

“T haven’t read it, Mom.” 

Then I did read it. Every single, meas 
ured, last word of it. I read it over and 
over through the slow, hot tears that 
blurred my eyes and made the words seem 
like smeared blobs of ink. 

“T'm not good enough for you 
deserve . . . better . . . forget me. Linda 

I'll never come back .. . this is 
final forgive me .. .” 

There were other words. The important 
words were: “I'll never come back.” 

“What does he say, Linda?” Mom que 
tioned impatiently. “Everything all right?” 

I tried to answer but my words were 
like a faint whisper through the racking 
sobs. Then Mom hurried into the room 
and picked up the letter. 

Even when the minutes seem to stand 
still eternally fixed in space, they pass 
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Somehow I got through the days. the weeks, 
my father’s awkward attempts to comfort 
me. my mother’s sharp anxiety. She told 
everyone | had called the whole thing off. 
No one believed her. I had worn my heart 
on my sleeve too well. And Blanche Thor- 
fon went around town saying I had been 
shameless in my pursuit of Lex. For a long 
while I was a continual source of gossip 
for my friends and neighbors. “So Linda 
Howland was jilted!” This juicy remark 
served to enliven many an afternoon tea 
party. I was still too young to be — 

low- 


in the town’s mind as one of those 
land Girls.” I was only 19. Maybe I'd 
have better luck than my aunts. 

It was a strange thing but I felt no anger 
or resentment against Lex. In fact I loved 
him more than ever now that he had left 
me. You can’t blame him, I told myself 
fercely. He tried—tried with all his heart 
tolove you. The fault is in yourself, Linda 
Howland. Somehow, somewhere, you failed 
lex. You just weren’t woman enough to 
hold him. After all, I taunted myself 
cruelly, the Howland women can’t hold 
their men. 

One night, after tossing around in bed 
until after midnight, [ went into the garden. 
Staring into the fragrant darkness and re- 
membering all the lovely nights Lex and I 
had made love and planned our future un- 
der those self-same stars, I burst into tears. 
Oh. Lex, darling, what did I do wrong? I 
cried. I sat there sobbing until there were 
no more tears left in me. When I was able 
to think rationally I realized that, as dif- 
ficult as it seemed, I would have to pick up 
the old threads of my life again. I told my- 
self that I was lucky at that, because I 
would never be hurt again as I still loved 
Lex. 

As the weeks and months passed, I be- 
came increasingly shy and reserved in my 
attitude towards people. I dropped most of 
my friends even after I had stopped being 
“news.” I relied on books, music, and my 
own family circle for companionship. Mom 
pleaded with me: “You must start going 
out with boys again, dear.” But I told her 
frankly: “I still love Lex. I just can’t bear 
to go out with other men.” 

I kept a picture of Lex on my bureau and 
Iconstantly reread his letters. All but that 
last one which I had long ago destroyed. 
At my desk in the library, I always kept a 
branch of forsythia in the springtime and 
A History of Mathematics, the book Lex 
had held that first afternoon in the library. 


HE MONTHS, the years. have a way otf 

piling up slowly, quietly. especially 
when you lead the kind of uneventful exis- 
tence I did. Gradually the despair I had 
felt at Lex’s leaving me grew less sharp. 
After the days and nights of torment, this 
was such a safe and comfortable feeling. 
And I told myself sometimes. almost with 
relief, that I could never love anyone but 
Lex again. I was 21 and it seemed that I 
would go on forever in my familiar, un- 
that is, until that fateful 





changing routine 





pass. 


Decoration Day. 


I had come down to the Greenville picnic 
grounds in the early afternoon and found a 
secluded spot around the bend of the lake, 
away from the bustling crowds. As usual, 
I was engrossed in a book when, suddenly, 
a little boy of about five stumbled out of 
a clump of bushes. He ran toward me sob- 
bing desperately, “I’m lost! I’m lost! I 
want my Mommy!” 

I took him in my arms and tried to soothe 
“Don’t cry, sonny. We'll find your 
Mommy.” But my words were drowned in 
his panicky cries. Still trying to calm him, 
I took from my pocketbook a shining new 
quarter and squeezed it into his tight little 
fist. Slowly, hesitantly. his sobs lessened 
as he stared at the bright quarter. He 
looked at me with his grimy. tear-stained 
face. I smiled at him. “Sometimes being 
lost can be a big adventure—like now. And 
when we find your Mommy you can buy a 


him. 


little present.” 

He nodded 
balloon.” 

“And Ill get 
man.” 

Startled, still hugging the little boy. I 
looked up at a tall, rugged featured, young 
man, who was smiling down at us. 

“I like the way you handled the boy.” 
There was a deep. steady ring to his voice. 
He took the child’s hand. “What’s your 
name, sonny?” 

“Bobby.” 

Then he turned back to me. “Let’s all 
get acquainted. I'm Jim Reynolds.” 

“Linda Howland.” I murmured. 

He repeated my name as if it were a 
lovely surprise. I flushed under his admir- 
ing glance and I suddenly realized that 
I had long ago stopped thinking of myself 
as being interesting or attractive to men. 

“Well, Linda. I guess Bobby belongs on 
the picnic grounds. Shall I take him over 
there?” 

I nodded and smoothed back Bobby’s 
tousled hair. Jim Reynolds smiled. “Now 
don’t you run away. I'll be right back.” 

He did return in a minutes 
settled himself near me. “Bobby’s found— 


happily. “Ill get me a 


you a pinwheel, young 


few and 
the proud possessor of a balloon and a pin- 
wheel and memories of a lovely, good lady.” 

He smiled gently. “Shall we celebrate 
Bobby’s deliverance by having 
together?” 

I shook my head. The idea was fantastic. 
I hadn’t had a date for years and besides 
I didn’t know this man 

His urgent voice cut in on my agitation. 
“Please say yes, Linda. I’m really pretty 
nice—and harmless. Just a New York 
lawyer closing a real estate deal in Benton 
County.” He grinned cheerfully. “And I 
don’t mind telling you. I feel as lost and 
lonesome as little Bobby did.” 

With pounding pulse, I started to get up 
and he helped me to my feet. A flurry of 
fear caught at my heart and throat. “I’m 
sorry, Jim. I’m—I’m meeting someone and 
we're going back to town.” 

He mentioned something about a date 
but I mumbled goodbye and hurried off. 
As I reached the turn in the road, I looked 


dinner 
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back and there he was looking after me. 

The next morning I had barely settled 
down at my desk. when Jim Reynolds 
strode through the door. He smiled in his 
easy. comfortable way. “It didn’t take 
long to discover that you’re Greenville’s 
junior librarian.” Then he added deci- 
sively, “I’m off to Benton County but Ill 
be back tomorrow and I want you to have 
dinner with me.” 

“T can’t Jim.” 

A worried frown his 
“You're not married or engaged?” 

“Of course not.” 

He grinned wryly. “Am I so repulsive?” 

“Not too repulsive.” I answered with a 
faint smile. His next words shocked me. 
“Then you're afraid, Linda.” he said softly. 
“Afraid of strangers. Afraid of men.” 

His words stung like salt on a wound. 
I flushed under his probing eyes. Afraid! 
Had he touched on the heart of the matter? 
I quickly dismissed the idea. Of course I 
wasn't afraid. I was in love—still in love 
with Lex Adams. That was it—love and 
not fear. 

“Scared stiff. Linda?” 
teased but his eyes explored mine intently. 
I knew he had sensed the disturbing im- 
pact of his words. 

I tossed my head. This was a challenge 
I had to accept. I had to make sure—to 
prove to Jim, to myself. that I wasn’t afraid 
of any man. 

I forced a casual 
“That’s a silly statement. 
you re so persistent. 
tomorrow night here at the library.” 

I felt shy about asking Jim to call for 


me 


crossed face. 


Jim’s voice still 


note in my voice. 
Jim. But. if 
you may call for me 


me at home. After all, PH just see him 
tomorrow night and not ever again. I told 


myself. 

That Saturday night. in spite of myself. 
I felt a sharp thrill of excitement as I 
stepped into the living room to say good- 
bye to Mom and Dad. There was an eager 
flicker of hope on Mom’s face and I knew 
she was thinking that perhaps, after all, I 
wouldn't turn out like Sue and Emma. 

I decided not to give her any false hopes. 
“Nothing will come of it. Mom.” I said 
quietly. “I just happen to have a reason 
for going out with Jim Reynolds tonight.” 

Dad put his arm around me. “Give your- 
self a chance, Linda.” He smiled gently. 
“T think God meant us to have more than 
one try at happiness.” 

I turned away quickly so they would not 
see the tears that blurred my 

At the library. I found Jim staring at 
my desk thoughtfully. Then his eyes lit 
up with an impatient eagerness as I came 
toward him. “I was worried you'd change 
your mind, Linda.” His eyes traveled over 
my desk. “Miss Libby told me you always 
keep a branch of forsythia and A History 
of Mathematics on your desk. We both 
think it’s quite a mystery.” 

His eyes quickly observed 
the tense look that passed across my face. 
I tried to keep my voice steady. “There is 
no mystery. I just happen to like forsythia 
and mathematics.” 


eves. 


questioning 








Jim didn’t look convinced. But he sai 
nothing apparently content to bide his time 


\ (7/E DROVE to the Cloverdale restauran; 

outside of Greenville. Lex and I had 
dined there often and the place was filled 
with nostalgic memories. With the old, 
bitter-sweet ache. I was reliving our first 
date there and when [I finally heard Jim 
he was saying, “I feel as if there were q 
third person at this table.” 

As if through a dim dream and almost 
unaware that I was saying it. I murmured, 
“Maybe there’s a ghost.” 

“Tell me about him, Linda. 
he like?” 

I shook myself into reality. I was silly 
to have given myself away. I looked about 
the room casually. “Just a boy I knew. It 
never serious.” 


What was 


was 
Jim’s dark eyes held mine firmly. “T’ve 
been wondering about you. Linda. You're 


the loveliest—but the quietest person I’ve 
ever known. I imagine that you don’t go 
out very much. To tell the truth. I have 
a strong feeling that I'm the first man 
you've been out with in a long time.” 

At that moment I hated Jim Reynolds. 
Hated his earnest, shrewd eyes. his probing 
mind that was reaching into and guessing 
at the innermost my heart. 
“You're very much mistaken. Jim!” I flung 
the words at him sharply. “I have ail the 
dates I want whenever I want them.” 

Jim’s hand touched mine lightly. His 
strong lips broke into a smile. “All right, 
Linda. Now let’s have fun.” 

And we did have fun. Jim ordered Italian 
food and Chianti wine. I drank a lot of it. 
I wanted to pretend I was carefree and 
happy to deceive Jim thoroughly. What 
right had he to search into my heart. my 
very soul? The wine seemed to pour sun- 
light through my blood. After all the dull, 
drab years it was a wonderful sensation. 
Jim caressed me with a tender smile. “You 
know, dear, it’s the first time I’ve heard 
you laugh. It’s a beautiful surprise. Like 
opening a Christmas present.” 

Triumph flared within me. “Do you still 
think I never have dates. Jim?” 

He laughed apologetically. “I bet you're 
the datingest, most popular girl in town.” 

And Jim might have stayed convinced if 
we hadn’t dropped into Charlie’s Road- 
house after the movie. It happened after 
we had finished our first dance and re- 
turned to our table. I noticed Jim looking 
intently over my head. “There’s a plumpish 

haughty looking gal sailing toward us, 
I think she knows you.” 

Curiously. I half-turned and 
heart sank as I saw Blanche. I noticed 
had been drinking and there was a 
malicious look on her face. She had al- 
ways blamed me because Lex hadn't fallen 

It had been crush at first 
sight with her and in spite of all my ex- 
planations she had always insisted that I 
had gone after him deliberately. Now. as 
she stopped at our table, there was a taunt- 
ing note in her voice. “Why, Linda, you 
of all people!” 


secrets of 


dear. 
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she 


in love with her. 
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Jim stood up and I stammered an intro- 
guction. She gave him a long. bold look 
_ she said the thing she had come to 

_ that she had been waiting to say for 


years. “How nice. Linda. stepping out at 
jast. After practically being a grass 
widow.” 


My hand gripped the tablecloth nervous- 
Jim stared at Blanche with an uncon- 
cealed dislike. Then he turned to me with 
a questioning concern in his eyes. I started 
to say something but Blanche interrupted 
“| just couldn’t believe my eyes, Linda. 


me. 
think gone dancing for 


] don’t 
years.” 

She turned to Jim with an arch smile. 
“Would you and Linda care to join our 


you've 


table?” 

“I’m sorry. We’ve made other plans.” 
“How very disappointing.” Blanche mur- 
Then she added sweetly. “We must 
that you’re going out 


mured. 
see each other 
again. Linda.” 

After Blanche left the table. the tears 
of humiliation I had been forcing back 
came swiftly. blindingly. Jim signaled the 
waiter. My throat tightened painfully. | 
knew that Jim would demand an explana- 
tion and I wanted to stave off the moment 
I dabbed at my face 
“'m sorry, | 
is always nasty. 


now 


as long as possible. 
with my handkerchief. 
smiled weakly. “Blanche 
Let’s stay on and dance.” 

Jim shook his head firmly. His 
held an adamant note. “You really don't 
want to dance, Linda. And I don’t think 
you ever will until you straighten out some 
put his hand 
he said, “we 


voice 


things with yourself.” He 
over mine. “Let’s go, darling.” 
can’t talk here.” 

During the ride back neither of us broke 
silence. Finally we 
reached my house and Jim followed me 
out of the car. He pulled me down on the 
porch swing and put his arms about me. 
He spoke very gently. “There’s something 
bad troubling you, Linda. And because I 
loved you from the first moment I saw you. 
I was sensitive to the pain in you. dearest. 
I love you.” He 


the strained. tense 


I want to help you, Linda. 
touched my lips tenderly with his hand. 
“Now. darling, won't you tell me what 
sharp-clawed little Blanche meant by all 
that nasty stuff she dished out?” His hand 
upward to the dim porch 
against his 


raised my face 
light. but I closed my eyes 
searching look. “I don’t want to talk about 
it, Jim. And you couldn’t love me—we 
practically just met.” 

His lips brushed my eyes open. 
voice throbbed softly. ‘There are 
things we know the first time and forever. 
darling. Now look. have 
problems to face and we 
from them.” 

“Jim!” 

“Tell me, Linda!” 

There was no help for it. With Jim clasp- 
ing my hand tightly, I slowly, hesitantly, 
told him all about Lex. When I finished. 
we both were quiet for a few moments, then 
I said softly, “I'm still in love 
I guess I always will be, Jim.” 
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His hand gripped my shoulder hard. “I 
don’t believe you still love him. Linda. You 
were just a kid then. His letter was a ter- 
rific shock. From what you tell me. I think 
you felt—still feel that you were in some 
way to blame. And that’s why you cling to 
the past. You’re afraid to love again—oh, 
you're so wrong. my darling.” 

I tried to pull away from him but he held 
me against him. “You don’t love Lex and 
I'm going to prove it to you. Linda.” 

Jim’s arms circled my waist. His lips 
were hard, forcing my mouth with deeply 
urgent kisses, but his hands were tender 
as they stroked my face and throat. Under 
his passionate caress. I felt myself coming 
slowly, sweetly alive. Eagerly. I tried to 
respond but a numb stiffness, beyond my 
control, gripped my body. I remembered 
those abandoned moments with Lex. our 
kisses and our love. No. Jim could never 
arouse in me the tender passion I'd felt 
for Lex. 

“T can’t Jim!” I sobbed. “I tried!” 

Jim’s voice was an emphatic command. 
“T love you, darling. don’t be afraid!” He 
gently kissed me in the deep hollow of my 
throat. 

It was then I tore away from him and 
ran into the house while his voice followed 
me: “You can’t love a ghost forever!” 


HE NEXT DAY Jim called me and. 

after his persistent urging, I agreed to 
meet him after dinner. It was the kind of 
delicate blue and gold day that you dream 
up while slushing through the piled drifts 
of a winter snow. The sky gleamed like a 
bright blue saucer and the sun turned the 
road into a golden armor. 

After our first greetings we were silent 
as Jim drove toward the picnic grounds. 
There was a determined look on his face as 
he parked at the edge of the lake where 
we had first met. He turned to me with 
that forceful look I was beginning to know 
so well. “Linda, I want you to listen to 
me carefully. I want to marry you. dear. 
I know you love me. I also know it may 
take some time for you to realize it. I can 
wait. But you must come away with me. 
Here every minute of the day you stub your 
heart on some memory. Things will be dif- 
ferent in New York. I promise.” 

There was love and sincerity in Jim’s 
voice. He was offering me a chance to start 
over again. But he deserved better than 
the second-best love I could give him. I 
was bound to another man by emotional 
and spiritual ties. 

“Well. dearest?” 

“I’m sorry. Jim. 
proposal. But I’m not free to love you as 
you deserve to be loved.” 

Jim put his hand on mine. “I didn’t 
want to tell you this, Linda. I hoped you 
would tell about and Emma 
yourself.” 

I stared at him in amazement. “How do 
you know about my aunts?” 

“T happened to meet Blanche in town 
this morning. She gleefully volunteered a 
detailed account of your family history. 


I'm grateful for your 


me Sue 





Now I can understand your attitude more 
clearly. You never really knew why Lex 
left you. But you decided you weren't 
desirable enough to hold him. You became 
afraid you'd turn out like your aunts 
That’s why you pretend you’re still in love 
with Lex. You’re afraid it might happen 
again. Linda.” 

My voice rose shrill and hard. “That's 
not true. Jim! I still love Lex!” 

Suddenly, Jim swung around and took 
from the back of the car a forsythia branch 
and a book. The title screamed at me— 
A History of Mathematics. Jim spoke 
earnestly. “You must destroy these things, 
Linda. Or they'll destroy you. They're 
symbols of the past. Chains that bind you 
to your own fears and anxieties. Throw 
them into the lake. Make a clean break 
with the past.” 

Anger cut through me as I listened to 
Jim’s commanding voice. How dare he tell 
me to destroy them. Just having them on 
my desk made me feel close to Lex... , 

“Destroy them. Linda!” 

“I won't do any such thing!” I shouted, 

Without another word, jim leaned out of 
the car and swiftly tossed them into the 
lake. Tears trembled in as | 
watched the branch and book tumble over 
the choppy waves, then disappear under 
the water. Jim turned to me, a gentle prob- 
ing in his eyes. “I’m sorry, darling. I had 
to do it for both of us.” 

A tide of fury swept through me. I flung 
Jim’s hand away then. unable to control 
myself any longer. I turned and slapped 
him hard across the face. He stared at me 
soberly. his lips twisting into a hard line. I 
leaned against the window and cried softly, 
helplessly. 

Slowly. Jim started the car into the road. 
After a while I stopped erying and stared 
out into the dimming light. I no longer felt 
angry at Jim. I felt only lost and terribly 
alone. When we got to my house, Jim 
walked with me to the porch. I turned to 
him uncertainly. “I’m sorry, Jim—I didn’t 
mean to...” 

“Forget it, Linda.” he broke in curtly. 
Then he turned and walked quickly to his 


my eyes 


car. 

The next morning I received a note from 
Jim enclosing a ten dollar check to pay 
for the book. There were a few words ex- 
plaining he had decided to return to New 
York immediately. 

During the next two months I tried to 
resume my old. placid way of life again. 
But to my bewilderment and despair, I felt 
an unexpected. bitter hurt at Jim’s sudden 
departure. I missed him more than I had 
believed possible. Slowly. I began to realize 
that Jim had meant more than just a friend 
to me. In the long, dispirited days that 
followed I told myself that perhaps if he 
had stayed on—been more patient . . . He 
didn’t love you that much, Linda. I ad- 
mitted sadly. He went away as Lex did. 

Then one morning in early September. 
Mom called me at the library. It seemed 
to me her usually calm voice was flustered, 
as she said, “Take an early lunch, Linda. 
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[can’t explain now but tell Miss Libby it’s 
necessary.” And that was all she would 
say. 

An hour later. 
[still wondered and worried about her sud- 
den call. Maybe Dad or Petie was sick. 
Hurrying my steps, I turned the corner and 
as I reached the house. I noticed a tall. 
rather stooped man standing at the back of 
the porch, staring into the driveway. His 
figure looked vaguely familiar and I won- 
dered if he had anything to do with Mom’s 
call. At the sound of my steps, he turned 
and faced me. I stopped suddenly and the 
porch seemed to revolve around me like a 
rail to 


on the short walk home. 


I gripped the porch 
For standing before me was 
Lex Adams. He smiled hesitantly and held 
out his hand. With a pounding heart, I 
put my hand in his and stared at his face 


slow carousel. 
steady myself. 


searchingly. There were deep lines his 
face, splashes of gray in his hair. Yes, he 


was different from the man I had remem- 
bered through the years. My ghost lover 
had turned out to be a worn-looking man 
in a dark, pin-striped suit. 

“T ought to have come 


back 


sooner, 


Linda. But I thought that after a while 
“Why did you do that to me, Lex?” I 


studied his face while I asked him the ques- 
tion I had asked myself so many despairing 
times. 

He leaned against the porch rail, his face 
suddenly distorted with emotion. He spoke 
hoarsely. “I didn’t want to tie you to a 
cripple.” 

“Cripple!” I gasped. 

And then, for the first time, I noticed the 
way the left sleeve of his coat hung limp 
against his side. 

Through the staccato hammering of my 
“Run over... 


pulse, I heard him say: 
drunk driver ... hospital for months 
“Why didn’t you let me know, Lex?” I 


“Tt wouldn’t have mattered.” 


whispered. 
“T loved you too much, 


He smiled sadly. 
Linda. You were so young, adorable. I was 
in the hospital nine months. Besides losing 
I couldn't move my left side for 
I—I didn’t know whether I'd ever 


again.” 


my arm, 
months. 
get around 


Tears streamed down my face. “Then 
you really loved me, Lex?” 
Lex’s throat worked convulsively. “Loved 


I lived through an 
needing you. I 
destroyed 


and wanted you, Linda. 
emotional hell of wanting, 
started letter after letter and 
them all. Linda—I was afraid I'd spoil 
your life!” 

“Oh, Lex!” 

“Then there was Ellen.” 

“Ellen?” 

“She was a secretary in my office. 
several years older than 
she came to see 


An 
older you, 


Linda. 


girl- 

After the accident, 
me often. Somehow Ellen helped me get 
through that endless, nightmarish time. 
Finally, I couldn’t do without her. We were 
married after I left the hospital. We have 
a little boy His voice was 
broken, husky. “Linda, I’m sorry—truly.’ 
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too Much. Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Dis- 
couraged ? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and *‘Good Fortune”’ in Life 
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them, dear friend. then here is wonderful NEWS—NEWS 
of aremarkable NEW WAY OF PRAYER that is helping 
thousands of other men and women to glorious NEW hap- 
piness and joy! Whether you have always believed in 
PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW WAY may bring 
a whole NEW world of happiness and joy to you—and 
very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. Don't let another minute go 
by! If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN ANY 
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You will surely bless this day—so please don’t delay! 
Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
address and 6¢ in stamps to LIFE-STUDY FELLOW 
SHIP, Box 5205, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this 
wonderful NEW message of PRAYER and FAITH to 
you by AIR MAIL. 
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CURVES 
Cuasily~ Safely 


If you are self-conscious and 
ashamed because of your 
scrawny, too-thin figure .. . if 
underweight makes you nerv- 
ous, jittery and unpopular, here 
is wonderful hope for you. Now, 
every normally healthy but un- 
derweight person may put on 
pounds of firm, attractive flesh— 
add inches to bust, hips, and legs 
and do it SAFELY by taking 
pleasant-tasting GAYN-WAYT. No 
dangerous drugs, nothing harmful. 
Amazing new GAYN-WAYT for- 
mula, in easy to take form, contains 
only pure vitamin-minerals PLUS 
certain other essential ingredients that 
help stimulate your appetite so that 
you enjoy eating hearty meals and thus 
gain weight safely, surely and nor- 
mally! So why be the object of ridi- 
cule any longer. If you are skinny, 
start GAYN-WAYT right away. Know what it is 
to capture love and romance with a figure you 
can be proud of. Send for GAYN-WAYT today. 
SEND NO MONE Send name and ad- 
dress. On arrival pay 
postman only $2.00 plus C.O.D. postage on guar- 
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“Lex, it’s all right now.” I murmured. I 
felt amazingly, wonderfully free. 
coming back had set free. Jim had 
been right. I had clung to Lex’s memory 
through fear and not love. For as long as 
I loved a ghost, I had nothing to fear from 
a real lover. “The Howland women can’t 
hold their men!” But Lex had really loved 
me. And Jim Reynolds. But now, 
could go to him a free woman, 
late. 

With a feeling of utter hopelessness, I 
turned to Lex. “What made you come back 
—after three years?’ 

He took my hand and squeezed it. “I 
was waiting for you to ask that, Linda. “A 
man came to see me.” He smiled as swift 
comprehension swept over my face. “Yes,” 
he continued softly, “Jim Reynolds. He told 
me about you, Linda. Made me see how 
important it was for me to come back He’s 
one swell guy.” 

Lex took an envelope from his pocket. 
““He sends you this, Linda.” 

I opened the letter with faltering hands. 

“Darling. I had to do this. I pray to God 
that Lex’s return will help you. I love you 
very much, dearest. I have faith that you 
will come to understand that you love me 
too. I intend to come back very soon. And 
when I do—will you marry me, Linda?” 

I swept the tears from my face. Once a 
letter had all but ended my life. Now an- 
other was opening up a wonderful prospect 
of happiness. 

Thankfully, I looked up at the bright 
blue heavens and the sun was warm on my 
face. “Come on, Lex.” I smiled. “Let’s buy 
your little boy the biggest teddy bear in 
town.” 


Lex’s 
me 


when [| 
it was too 


THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 


Take The “A” Train, a Billy Stray- 
horn original. Cleverly executed, the side 
makes for about three real 
stirring music. 

Victor’s galaxy of prized jazz perform- 
ances include two hard-to-buy sides by a 


song, 


minutes of 


pair of old timers: Louis Armstrong and 
Coleman Hawkins. The Armstrong side, 
When It’s Sleepy Time Down South 


(Theme Songs). is a 1943 pressing which 
captures much of the old happy drive that 
used to be Satchmo’s on vocals and trumpet 
a few years back. Body and Soul (Small 
Combo Hits) is the Hawkins offering, 
recorded in October 1939. As a tenor sax 
solo, the recording is generally 
have no peers for beauty of execution 
and excellence of tone. 
ee % 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 
Jet/The Magic Tree, two unusually smooth 
lyrical efforts by Nat “King” Cole with 
orchestra and chorus support. Topside has 
the Cole vocal against a 
flipper is a new ballad voiced by Nat in a 
Nature Boy setting. Both are destined to 
score well with jazz enthusiasts. 


conceded 


beguine beat. 


Blues 
In 
The 
Night . 2 
(Continued from Page 15) 
share him with the public. I couldn't wait 
until Jimmy said good night to my parents, 
Out in the hall, between scorching kisses, 
I appealed to him: 

“Jimmy, darling, about that job with a 
big band. I thought. .. .” 

He kissed me silent and the familiar, 
frightening weakness crept over me again, 

“Stop worrying, sweets,” he told me. “] 
was just talking. AIl our plans are the 
same. But what’s to keep me from running 
into a break. Don’t worry honey. I'll al- 
ways keep you in coffee and cakes.” 

I was only half satisfied, but I was glad 
Jimmy recognized the need for a steady job 
and security. I told myself I'd make him 
forget his fantastic dreams of the glitter- 
ing. false world of the theater. 

I was a June bride and the most wonder- 
fully happy girl who had ever lived. Dad, 
looking somewhat softened. gave me away 
and mother sobbed joyfully as the minister 
pronounced us man and wife. 

Our honeymoon seemed fated never to 
end. We were so much in love that there 
pretense between us. We were 
dedicated to creating sheer joy for each 
other. 

Dad had altered the downstairs part of 
the brownstone Brooklyn house to make a 
cute little apartment for us. If anyone 
had told me, at the time, that I was an 
unsuccessful wife, I would have 
shocked and hurt beyond belief. 
proud of the apartment—keeping it spic 
and span. I congratulated myself on the 
capable way I managed Jimmy’s salary. It 
was just enough money for the bare neces- 
sities really, but I searched the daily paper 
for bargains and made my weekly trip to 
the Nostrand Avenue’ supermarket to 
scrimp and save a few pennies for an oc- 
casional evening out with our friends. I 
did all Jimmy’s laundry myself and made 
certain to have the favorite things he liked 
for dinner—pigs feet and potato salad; 
blackeyed peas and rice. Even though I 
slaved all day long with housework and 
cooking, I was always careful to be fresh 
and attractive when he came home from a 
hard day’s work—ready to him so 
much loving that he wouldn't ever think 
about another woman—or show business. 

Jimmy was a model husband. 

“Little sweetheart.” he would say, look- 
ing at me with pride in his eyes, “Iii sure 
a lucky guy.” 


Was no 


been 
I was so 


give 


| HAD WON my fight to keep my man 

for my very own, I told myself tri- 
umphantly. But six months after we were 
married the fever of discontent attacked 
Jimmy. He began staying up __late 
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listening to Teddy Wilson and Duke Elling- 
ton records, reaching over me in the bed to 
switch on the little white radio Mom had 
given us. sitting up in bed, listening to 
yarious name pianists on disc jockey shows. 
One night when I was warm with longing 
for Jimmy’s love, I switched off the radio 
and pulled him over to me. 

“Damn it.” he cried impatiently. “Don’t 
bother me. I was listening to Duke and 
you know it.” 

" “But. darling.” I objected, 
miserable. “I... .” 

Jimmy interrupted, “Least I can do is 
listen to someone else play—even if I can’t 
ever get a chance to be anything but a 


hurt and 


shipping clerk myself.” 

I turned the radio back on and turned 
my back on Jimmy. I was shaken with 
silent tears. It was our first quarrel. And, 
suddenly, I had discovered that I hadn’t 
been able to make Jimmy forget his dreams 
of the stage. My love wasn’t enough for 
him. For what seemed like hours. Jimmy 
lay there in bed. smoking cigarette after 
cigarette and listening to the music. Then 
fnally | heard him call my name huskily 
and apologize: “Baby, I guess it’s just 
in my blood—wanting to be in the center 
of the spotlight. Wanting great music be- 
hind me and pouring out my soul over the 
black and white keys. I’m sorry. baby.” 

He hadn’t even moved as he spoke the 
words. He was still lying there in the bed 
beside me. smoking, almost as if he were 
afraid to approach me, afraid I wouldn't 
forgive him. 

I buried my face in the pillow. rubbed 
away my tears, sat up in bed and looked 
at Jimmy. I felt a real tenderness for him. 
After all he had loved music before he 
had met me. 

I found out that night that no love can 
be as tender as love bruised and salved 
with the balm of making up. Even as I 
was swept away in the mad wonder of his 
sweetness and strength, I swore that I 
would hold out until the bitter end. For 
if show business claimed Jimmy, I knew 
I would lose him forever. 

The next incident 
when Anne, Roger and a few of the old 
crowd came over one Friday night. 
one was having a wonderful time. Jimmy, 
slightly high, had gone into the kitchen to 
bring more ice for the drinks when Anne 


serious happened 


Every 


said: 

“Ruth, we’ve got to make Jimmy play for 
us.” 

No, no. no, I protested inwardly. If he 
plays. they'll all start that line about his 
doing something with his talent. I’ve got 
to make them forget it. Ive got to keep 
this from happening. I said calmly: 

“Please don’t ask him, Anne. Jimmy’s 
trying to forget about music. He loves it 
so much but he has given up his dreams 
about the stage. It only hurts him to have 
people ask him to play.” 

As I finished speaking, I noticed the room 
had become very quiet. I looked up and 
was horrified to see Jimmy standing there 
in the dooy. He had come noiselessly back 


from the kitchen. the ice cube container in 
his hand. There was a look of horrible 
anger on his face that I had never dreamed 
could contort his features. Jimmy set the 
container down and straightened up. 

“What kind of jive is this the little ball 
and chain’s handing out?” he asked. facing 
Anne. “I haven't given up anything, not 
anything at all. Ill still make it in show 
business and Ill play for you right now. 
All night long if you want me too. It’s 
a pleasure to know somebody wants me to 
play. Ruth doesn’t. She wants me to be a 
shipping clerk the rest of my life.” 

Tears scalded my eyes. I got up quickly 
and left the room. I went into our bedroom 
and lay across the bed sobbing as though 
I would never stop. I had made a fool of 
myself in front of our friends. Jimmy had 
made a fool out of me. Outside in the 
living room. I heard Jimmy playing the 
rich, haunting notes of Blues In The Night. 
He was singing too. He seemed to put 
special emphasis on the words: 

“A woman’s a-two-face.” 

I thought of the cruel words he had used. 
It's a pleasure to know somebody wants 
me to play. Later I heard the embarrassed 
crowd leaving and I figured Jimmy would 
come in to me. I'd tell him how sorry I 
was. 

But he didn’t come in: I lay there wait- 
ing. Finally. I could stand it no Jonger. I 
got up. wiped my eyes. powdered my nose, 
slipped out of my clothes and into my black 
military pajamas. the ones he said made 
me look so desirable. I went out into the 
living room. Jimmy was slumped on the 
studio couch, an empty bottle in front of 
him on the end table. He was listening 
to a record, his head swaying back and 
forth to the beat. I had a desperate 
memory of Roger—that night in Long Is- 
land when Jimmy had got him drunk so he 
could take me home himself. Now, I 
thought with a sinking heart, I had caused 
Jimmy to sink into the same depths. 

I went over to him. “Darling. ...” I 
began. 

He glared up at me. His eyes were 
nakedly hateful. I started back in surprise 
and fear. 

“Oh. there you are.” he 
ugly voice, “Litthe Mrs. Shipping Clerk. 
Got on your pajamas for me, huh. Sucker, 
thass me. Thought you could make me 
forget about what I wanted all my life. 
Thought you could use your body for a 
Well. look baby. women like you 


I can. get “em whole- 


sneered in an 


bribe. 
are a dime a dozen. 
He stood up shakily, knocking over 
“This is where I came in,” he 


sale.” 
the bottle. 
shouted. 
“Jimmy. ...” I screamed. I thought 
I must be losing my mind as he headed 
for the front door. He was walking right 
The door slammed. | fell 
in a heap on the couch. God. I prayed, 
make this a dream. Make him come back. 
Make my Jimmy come back. He can't 
I love him too much. He’s not 


out of my life. 


leave me. 
really, really gone. 


But Jimmy was gone. The slam of the 
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Cuties on Parade 


Amuse your friends! Add zest to any club 
meeting or casual get-together with these 
new, 16mm high heel movies. We abso- 
lutely guarantee that these movie strips will 
not include any scenes on mortgages or 
the old homestead; but we do promise that 
they will be full of 
zing and zippy enter- 
tainment. Until you 
see Nancy Reed or 
Georgia Whitfield in 
high heels,“you ain’t 
seen nuthin’.”” What 
high heels do for sex 
appeal, even pretzels 
can’t do for beer. 
Rush your order 
immediately and we 
will ship you an 
extra-generous 
length of movie film 
and your viewer at 
once, all for only 
$2.00 postpaid. 
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send C.O.D. plus postal charges. 

CLEOPATRA LABORATORIES, F-11, Dept. T.C, Rego Park, N.Y. 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
(Overdue) 


DON’T RISK DISASTER | 
DON’T WORRY | 
| 


st—it CAN BE SOLD, a new extra effective Doctor ap- 
i formula—‘*Quik-Kaps'’ capsules may relieve you of 
worry—when due minor functional menstrual 
jerline anemia. Scientifically prepared by reg- 
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front door still echoed a dull thud in my 
| empty heart. I dragged myself to the win- 
| dow and looked out on the deserted street. 
| The tick of the clock became loud in the 
' room and after an hour or two or three, I 
went back to bed. 
heard over and over again the song Jimmy 
had played for the crowd. Blues in the 


Tossing for hours. I 


night. A woman’s a-two-face.  That’s 
what I had. Blues in the night. Blues 


without his loving arms. I cried myself to 
aching sleep. 

I woke up the next 
shrunken heart and swollen eyes. I called 
at Jimmy’s job. He wasn’t in. He had 
reported ill. This was a tiny encourage- 
ment. He meant to keep his job. He 
meant to come back home. I tried to make 
myself believe that Jimmy would be home 
for dinner, that everything would be as it 
had been. I tidied the house, prepared one 
of his favorite meals. At about two o’clock 
the phone rang. God, please let it be 
Jimmy. 

“Ruth,” his voice came over the phone. 
But he sounded so formal and hard. “I’m 
sorry for what happened last night, but we 
can’t go on kidding ourselves. We made a 
big mistake, not settling this thing before 
we got married. [ can’t give up my dreams 
about music. 
about it and I’ve already started. I’ve been 
to see Claire Newsome, the agent. She lis- 
tened to me and we’re cutting a test record 
this afternoon. . . .” 

I broke in desperately. I couldn’t stand 
this new formal Jimmy, talking to me cold- 
ly as if I were a stranger. 

“Darling,” 
Right now. Anything you do is all right, 
but just come home so | can tell you that 
I know [’ve been a blind little fool.” 

There was a pause at the other end of the 
line. Then Jimmy’s voice, a little strained, 
came over again. 

“No, Ruth,” he refused. “I’m 
your tricks. You think you can use your 
charms to kill this desire in me to play. 
through with what I’m 


morning with a 


[ve got to do something 


I said. “Please come home. 


wise to 


I'm going to go 


t=) 
doing.” 
I’ve 
prepared something special just for you, 
dear.” I pleaded. 

“[’'m having dinner with Claire and a 
prospective client who has a club in the 


“But, Jimmy, come home to dinner. 


Bronx.” he answered. “I’m not coming 
home again until I’m definitely in. Then, 
if you still want to, we can talk.” 

I begged as I had never begged before 
life, but Jimmy adamant. 
Finally he agreed to let me meet him at 


in my was 
Claire Newsome’s office after his dinner 
appointment. 

“Come down about nine o’clock,” he told 
me. “We should be back by then.” 


(Ame NEWSOME was one of New 

York City’s most glamorous and suc- 
cessful artists’ representatives. I had seen 
her pictures in the newspapers—as she 
partied and talked business with America’s 
top Negro talent. She was slim and cool 





and when she accepted an artist. it meant 
immediate entree into the precincts of suc. 
cess and popularity. As I looked at my. 
self in the mirror, I thanked Heaven that 
the trying experience of the night before 
hadn’t robbed me of the pert good looks 
which Jimmy was always praising. Sud. 
denly, as I was about to turn away from 
the mirror, an ugly thought came to my 
mind. Why had Claire Newsome so will. 
ingly and immediately accepted Jimmy? 
Was it his voice or those wonderful eyes, 
that straight, appealing body, the curly 
hair, his shoulders and the way he looked 
at a woman when he talked? I had heard 
about Claire Newsome and her men. She 
had a charm which was supposed to be 
irresistible—which had won _ her _ three 
wealthy husbands, a Riverside Drive apart. 
ment. Cadillacs, a country home and head. 
lines in the newspapers. 

As I walked into the office building, the 
hands on my watch indicated nine. Suite 
1903 Jimmy had said. I entered the night 
elevator. I would show this Claire New.- 
some that Jimmy had a wife who, in looks 
and poise, could hold her own. 

It was at that minute I realized that | 
had dressed, not only to charm Jimmy, but 
also to warn Claire Newsome. 

The elevator reached the 19th floor. The 
elevator boy turned to me. 

“You Mrs. Jimmy Williams?” he asked. 

“Why, yes,” I answered, surprised. 

“Mrs. Newsome told me she was expect- 
ing you. Said she and Mr. Williams should 
be back by nine, but if they weren’t I was 
to let you into her office.” 

He admitted me into a Hollywood-look- 
ing suite of offices. 

“Make yourself comfortable,” he said. 

I took one of the latest copies of Ebony 
Magazine from a glass table and began to 
leaf through it nervously. Fifteen min- 
utes passed. I got up and paced back and 
forth in front of the deserted receptionist’s 
desk, sat down and idly fingered the keys 
of the abandoned typewriter. Nine-thirty. 
my watch said. An awfully long dinner. | 
thought. The jealous little suspicion which 
I had experienced in front of my mirror 
at home began to gnaw. I tried to dismiss 
it, looked about for something to occupy 
my mind. Of course. they would be along 
any minute. Probably held up the client 
who might give Jimmy a job in his night 
club. 

I glanced back toward Mrs. Newsome’s 
office. The glass pane had her name on it 
in tiny gold letters and it was marked pri- 
vate. I had always wondered how the of- 
fice of a successful woman looked. Why 
not steal a peak? I marched boldly back 
and opened the door, touched a wall switch 
and gasped with surprise at the lovely, com- 
manding desk, the initialed accessories. 
tiny private washroom with its orchid sink. 
tub and beauty table. I went to the win- 
dow and watched New York’s magic sky- 
line. How magnificent it was. I turned 
on an impulse, walked back to the door. 
switched off the light and stood there in the 
dark looking out over the skyline. The 
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The 


Juminous hands on my watch said ten. 
Suddenly, Jimmy had 
no right to treat me this way. He could 
have phoned. I had crawled at his feet 
enough for the wrong I had done him. He 
was probably out gallivanting with this 
Rage filled me. I would 
I stalked back into 


light and 


I became furious. 


Newsome woman. 
Right now! 


20 home. 
switched out the 


the outer office, 
was on my way out the door when I recalled 
that I had left my purse on the desk in the 


private office. I wanted to get away 
quickly. I had a feeling of hopelessness 


here in the swank offices of the woman who 
had the power to make my husband keep 
I didn’t even bother 
Infuriated 


me waiting for him. 
to switch the lights back on. 
clean through by now, I made my way back 
through the front office, to the private office. 
pushed open the heavy door and, as it 
swung behind me, felt for my purse on the 
desk. Just as I put my hand on the knob 
to open the door again, I heard the outer 
door open and the voices of Jimmy and a 
woman. My first immediate sense of relief 
vanished as I wondered how to explain 
having invaded Mrs. Newsome’s private 
ofice in the dark. Just as I was about to 
turn the knob, I heard the woman say: 

“Why at all, dar- 
ling.” 

I could feel myself swelling with anger. 
Darling. indeed! She calling my 
Jimmy darling. But show people do use 
that word. my common interposed. 
Something stayed my hand on the knob. 
] shall never know why I did it, but I 
waited there listening. 

“Must have got tired of waiting and gone 


your wife isn’t here 


was 


sense 


down on the other elevator.” Jimmy was 
saying. He was saying it casually. Like 


he didn’t even care that I had left, like he 
wanted me to be gone. 

magnificent tonight,” 
listened with my 


“Jimmy. you were 
the woman told him. | 
heart making a thumping noise which I was 
certain could be heard outside. She con- 
tinued: “In a way I’m glad your wife didn’t 


wait. I want to talk to you Jimmy—about 
us and how far we can go together. You 
know. Jimmy. what I can do for you. Those 


talented fingers. that soul and personality. 
You can become a big star overnight.” 

“You think so, Claire.” Jimmy 
asked. 


I heard the eagerness in Jimmy’s voice 


really 


the same eagerness he had once shown 
when [ first told him he played wonderful 
piano. And he had called her Claire. 
Maybe they were even sitting close to each 
other on the reception 


room. 


divan in the 
through the 


gray 
I couldn't see 
glass, but I could hear and the 
words I heard transfixed me 
ment. 

“Jimmy,” 
“Come here, 

Then I noticed a 
which reflected the 
my husband. I watched them transfixed. 
breathlessly. I listened tensely. 

“Jimmy,” the 
“Let’s have fun. 


opaque 
next few 
with amaze- 
saying, 


Claire Newsome 


darling.” 


was 
mirror in the office 
images of Claire and 


seductive voice continued, 


Let’s have fun tonight and 




















‘“‘“FAT MEN & WOMEN 
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this safe, pleasant, scientific way to lose ugly fat and get 
a slimmer, more attractive figure."* 
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HUMANIA offers alluringly beautiful glamours, in fascinating new 
styles, that will give new charm and allure to women of all ages. 





Available in Black, 
Off-Black or Dark Brown. 
For mixed grey color, 
add $3.00 to price. 
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AT THESE LOW PRICES 
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Cluster Curl Glamour 
Made of finer quality lustrous human wavy hair, extra heavy, on a V/s lined net foundation. 
THEY COVER THE ENTIRE HEAD. Perfect satisfaction guaranteed or money will be refunded. 
When ordering, state clearly the style and color desired, and send sample 
of your hair for correct matching. Serving satisfied customers since 1910 
ORDER TODAY: When full amount is sent with your order, we pay the postage. 


Bang Style Glamour 


Pompadour Glamour 


ON C.O.D. ORDERS ... send $1.00 as deposit. We will credit this $1.00 on your purchase. 
You will pay the balance to postman, plus small postage charge when delivered. 
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BIG NEW 
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Style Book in style, quality ond price... when you buy from HUMANIA. Write today 
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WRITE Thrilling 
LOVE LETTERS 


No longer need your letters be dry, awkward 
or uninteresting. HOW TO WRITE LOVE 
LETTERS is a complete book that shows you 
how everyday things can sound thrilling. It 
helps you to express your personality in every 
letter you write. This new book contains dozens 
of actual sample letters that show you just how 
to write love letters from beginning to end. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS 
How to “Break the Ice” 
How to Make Everyday Events 
Sound Interesting 





How to Make Your Sweetheart 
Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to “Make Up” 
How to Tell Him “Those Little Things” 
How to Assure Him (or Her) 
of Your Faithfulness 
How to Make Him (or Her) Miss You 
How to Propose by Letter 
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| PLAZA BOOK COMPANY, L675 | 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y 
| Send book ‘‘How to Write Love Letters,”’ in plain | 
wrapper on your Money-Back Offer. If not delighted 
| with results, | may return this purchase in 10 days | 
| and price wil) be refunded. | 
Send C.0.D. 4 will pay postman 98c plus postage. 
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from now on. You're my kind, Jimmy. We 
can do things for each other. Do something 
for me now, Jimmy. do something pretty.” 
I watched as she threw her arms around 
Jimmy and kissed him savagely. 

I balled my hands into tiny fists. That 
tramp. That street-walker with a_ sky- 
scraper technique. She wanted my Jimmy. 
I wanted to kill them both and die. 

But then Jimmy tore away from Claire 
and I heard words I shall never forget as 
long as I live. Jimmy’s voice was charged 
with hurt and scorn. 


“So that’s what you want. Claire.” he 
was saying. “It wasn’t my piano after all. 


It’s that hot little habit of yours that’s made 
you common property on the front pages. 


Well. let me tell you one thing, sister. I’m 
not you’re kind. I’ve got a wife, lady. a 


sweet little bundle of fire I wouldn't ex- 
change for you or all the man-hunting 
talent agents on Broadway. Yeah, Claire, 
you represent show  business—what I 
thought I wanted. Well. wife 
has been right all along. 
her to tell her You can take that 
chance you want to give me and put it in 
the most convenient place. Good night.” 

I flung the door open. I was trembling 
with pride and gratefulness. Ignoring the 
astonished, crushed Claire Newsome. | 
rushed to my Jimmy and kissed him, crying 
like a baby. His mouth fell open in aston- 
ishment. 


I guess my 
I'm going home 


so. 


“You don’t have to go home to me, dar- 
ling.” I sobbed. “I’m here to take you 


home.” 

Jimmy grinned at me. 

“Spying, huh.” he laughed. “Well, let’s 
go home and forget about this mess.” 

I couldn’t resist a triumphant last look 
at Mrs. She was looking pretty 
bad. 

It was like another honeymoon night that 
night. 


Newsome. 


THE NEXT MORNING Jimmy kissed me 
tenderly as he left for work. 
about me and show 


“T like 


“No more worries 
business, darling.” he assured me. 
being a shipping clerk. It’s decent.” 

My eyes sparkled with joy. I couldn't 
wait for him to leave the house for I knew 
what I must do. I knew I had been selfish 
and scheming. I knew that Jimmy must 
have his chance. no matter what happened. 
I also knew that I could trust him any- 
That incident in Claire Newsome’s 
I was going to show 


where. 
office had proven that. 
him that I could be worthy of his love. 

I thumbed through the Manhattan book. 
dialed a number. A maid answered the 
phone. 

“Mrs. Newsome’s residence.” 

“Tell Mrs. Newsome Mrs. Jimmy 
liams is calling.” I instructed. 

The sleepy. wondering voice 
Newsome came over the phone. 

I spoke rapidly. 

“T know you never expected to hear from 
me.” I said. “I’m just calling to see if 
you're as good a sport as | intend to be. I'm 


she said. 


Wil- 


of Claire 


| going to give you a break. I’m going to let 





your office handle Jimmy. After last night's 
episode, you'll understand that it will be 
strictly business. but you and I both know 
you can make money with Jimmy. I'm giy. 
ing you until two o’clock to decide. Then 
I'm taking the matter up with a friend of 
mine who has contracts with Artists, [p. 
corporated.” 

There was a barely perceptible pause. 
then the voice, no longer sleepy. declared: 
“There’s no need to wait until two o'clock. 
Mrs. Williams. Not only has your husband 
a rare ability, but he’s that rare thing—a 
faithful husband. I guess the reason is that 
he has such a rare wife. Won’t you and 
Jimmy come have dinner with me tonight at 
seven?” 

I met my Jimmy at the door that night 
when he came home, flung my arms around 
him and _ half-laughing, half-crying, told 
him what I had done. He was so astounded 
that it almost made him speechless. but the 
way he pressed me close to him. so ten- 
derly. so appreciatively. was better than a 
thousand words. Then he held me at arm’s 
length, looking softly into my eyes and 
said: 

“Baby darling. you did that for me. God. 
but you’re marvellous. This is it. sweet- 
heart. This is it. You think you’ve heard 
me play before but. hon, you haven’t heard 
a thing. Because. from now on, whenever 
| sit down at a piano, every note will be 
dedicated to you and when we hit the big 
top. nothing’s going to be too good for you, 
baby. nothing.” 

I couldn't help admiring Claire Newsome 
at dinner that night. She took us to an ex- 
pensive French restaurant and ordered a 
wonderful meal. She was perfectly pos- 
sessed as if the ugly incident in her office 
hadn’t even happened. She was dressed 
out of this world, but I too had taken pains 
myself to look my very best and I wasn't 
worried as Jimmy and I sat and listened to 
her map out a blitzkreig campaign for 
launching Jimmy’s career. For, I knew that 
to my good-looking husband. she was only 
an agent. 

The next evening. while we were having 
dinner. the phone rang. It was Claire an- 
nouncing that Ralph Poindexter. the boss 
of the Club 548 in the Bronx. was ready to 
sign Jimmy for a three-week trial at his 
club. 

“Ralph’s a toughie.” Claire warned as 
Jimmy listened exultingly, “I couldn't do 
any better than two hundred.” 

Two hundred dollars a week. It 
more than three times the salary Jimmy 
was earning at Macy’s, but he looked me 
in the eye and said: 

“You know what. darling, it'll be tough, 
but I think ['ll keep right on at the store 
until we see what happens.” 

I knew then, with a grateful feeling. that 
I hadn’t gambled wrong on Jimmy. 

His opening at the Bronx club was 4 
triumph. Claire and I sat at the ringside 
table and watched. spellbound. as Jimmy 
poured out his great earnestness, made the 
piano sing with clear. clipped music. He 
projected that darling personality all over 
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over 


the place. The women went for Jimmy big. 

A knowing glance passed between Claire 
and me 
steady, girl, you don’t have to worry about 
losing that man. And I wasn’t worried be- 
cause as he played Jimmy, more than once, 


just as though she were saying— 


glanced in my direction. 

~ The theatrical people from the Harlem 
weeklies were impressed and [| still treas- 
ure the streamer-headlined clippings which 
came out in their papers. Phil Rowell 
wrote in his Pittsfield Sentinel Scrapbook: 

“Watch young. easy-to-look-at Jimmy 
Williams. He’s a bright new star flashing 
across the theatrical blue and he’s pin- 
pointed for Broadway and the bright 
lights.” 

Jimmy broke all records at the 548 and 
when Ralph Poindexter begged Claire for 
a hold-over of another three weeks, she 
showed the bargaining skill which had 
brought her to the top in her business. 

“Nope, Ralph,” she told the desperate 
club owner. “Not a chance. I’m not bury- 
ing this boy in your club. He’s the greatest 
find since Columbus discovered America.” 

Poindexter had some anxious hours until 
Claire gave in—for three-fifty per and top 
billing. The second week of Jimmy’s hold- 
over, Claire barged into the club one night. 
happily excited. In Jimmy’s dressing room 
she waved a copy of Variety, the bible of 
show business. 

“You can tell Mr. Macy Mr. Williams 
regrets tomorrow morning,” she told 
Jimmy. “You’ve got it made.” 

The Variety article, a glowing review of 
Jimmy’s work at the club, was headlined: 

“Williams Terrif BO At Bronx Nitery.” 

Claire giggled at my ignorant amaze- 
ment, explained that the BO stood for box 
office, that the approval and notice of Vari- 
ety automatically meant that every bigtime 
operator in town and throughout the nation 
would be burning up her wires the next day 
to try to book Jimmy Williams at really 
top prices. We had a champagne party in 
celebration that night after the show. 

Claire was proven right in her predic- 
tion. When he closed at the 548 Jimmy 
had been signed for a string of night club 
dates and a week at the Apollo Theater on 
the same bill with America’s top band. 

Talking over the sudden success which 
had come his way. Jimmy and [ realized 
that the hardest test of all had arrived. 
Now he would be travelling the country 
over. Did I want to come along? My an- 
swer was immediate and definite. 

“No, darling.” I said, “My place is right 
here at home, keeping it neat and clean 
and pleasant for you. What’s more, you'll 
really appreciate me more when you do 
come back.” 


HE FIRST NIGHTS without Jimmy 
were difficult. I lay awake and stared 
into space, seeing him cocking his head in 
his characteristic way. I thought of the 
girls and women in his audiences who had 
a way of believing that he was playing to 
every one of them. But time fear 
hed at my throat, | remembered and 


every 





With Its Nervous, 
Highstrung Feelings? 


Are you troubled by distress of fee 
male functional monthly disturb- 
ances? Does it make you feel so 
nervous, cranky, restless, weak, a 
bit moody—at such times? Then po 
try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound to relieve such symp- 
toms! Women by the thousands 
have reported remarkable benefits. 


Pinkham’s Compound is what 
Doctors call a uterine sedative. It 
has a grand soothing effect on one 
of woman’s most important organs. 
Taken regularly—Pinkham’s Com- 
pound helps build up resistance 
againstsuch distress. It’s ALso agreat 
stomachic tonic! All drugstores. 





Monthly Female Pains 


Pinkham’s Compound is very 
effective to relieve monthly 
cramps, headache, backache, 
—when due to female func- 
tional monthly disturbances. 
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: FRENCH CARTOONS 


The French 
. have a flair for 
cartoons and 
art that is ap- 
preciated all 
over the world 
but only cre- 
ated rn gay 
France. The 
cartoons are 
sly and flavor- 
some—its joys 
are delicate 
Its candor and its rich 
regarding love in 






and special. 
humor, especially 


all its angles, makes it a tickling 
affair. A clean air of innocent naugh- 
tiness hangs over all. Without a sug- 
gestion of vulgarity or offense, sex 
is the main theme of this book but 
treated in a happy tone. There are 
128 laugh-filled pages with each 
cartoon sliver, wittier and more 
“French” than the next—but the 
whole is a book for the man who 
appreciates a laugh, as well 

as his love. $]00 
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$2.49 plus C. O. D. If not delighted return for your money 
back. Save money! Send $2.49 and we pay all postage. 
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315 N. 7th St. 
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rted into creamy garlic 
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turn remainder of package and money will be refunded 
promptly. RUSH order today; don’t hazard the risk of 
being without them when you need them most. 
Send Cash with Order—We Pay Postage 
ASTHMACINE DISTRIBUTING CO., Dept. 723-E 
758 North Ogden Avenue « Chicago 22, linios 








thanked God for those words Jimmy had 
told Claire Newsome in her office. the dear, 
burning words which had them- 
selves into my consciousness and made 

impossible for me to believe my Jimmy 
could ever be unfaithful. Almost as though. 
from long distance. he could read my every 
thought. Jimmy called me on the telephone 


seared 


—from Miami Beach, from Canada, from 
every big city. hotel and beach resort. 


called me to tell me his arms were aching 
for me. Then swiftly, the lonely nights 
were over and he was back home for his 
Apollo booking. Opening night Claire 
brought two well-dressed. suave white men 
into our box. After introducing them to 
me. she whispered to me: 

“It’s the Paramount next. 
way.” 

The day he signed the Paramount 
tract Jimmy told me mysteriously: 

“Let’s stop by Claire’s office on the way 
home.” 

At Claire’s office, he produced a large 
box. Inside was a luxurious soft mink coat. 

“Your anniversary present darling.” he 
said, smiling tenderly. 

Tears of happiness filled my eyes 
tears of remorse—for I had forgotten that 
one year ago that night we had promised 
to belong to each other for ever and ever. 

“You've already given me my 
for tonight and every night. sweetheart.” 
he said. “It’s your love and trust and en- 
couragement.” 

Three months after he 
at the Paramount. Jimmy 
figure contract for an 
swank New Jersey roadside spot and that 


Ruth. Broad- 


con- 


and 


present 


was a sensation 
signed a four- 


engagement at a 


“was the day he drove up to the house in 


Brooklyn in an eggshell blue Cadillae con- 
vertible and airily told me: “A little thing 
I picked up for you.” 

But none of these beautiful gifts- 
fyingly flattering as they are—has meant 
as much as the constant admiration of a 
husband who has the darling of 
hundreds of thousands of women but who 
dedicates every 
finds his way home to prove to me that he 
Jimmy is the same 


-satis- 


become 


note to me, who always 
is mine and mine alone. 
sweet. unspoiled boy I met at the party in 
Long Island. That’s why, tonight at Car- 
negie Hall, I am proud to be Mrs. Jimmy 
Williams. That’s why I'll never again have 
the blues in the night, for. 
thousands of miles away, Jimmy Williams 
is serenading his one true his wife. 


THE END 
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agement I needed to work on the polishing 
—that careful improvement of every fine 
point—which is such an important stage in 
an artist’s career. It is a stage which can 
come only with experience and confidence, 
for only then can an artist work to make 
his performance flawless. 

The presence of so many film colony 
notables in the audience made it a “natu- 
ral” for the syndicated columnists. And 
suddenly my name began to be flashed 
across the nation, to be read with the 
breakfast coffee in millions of American 
homes. 

Harrison Carroll, in his syndicated col- 
umn. commented: 

“Speaking of the Little Troc, Lena 


Horne, the Negro torch singer there, got a 
note of praise from Leopold Stokowski.’ 


THE ONLY colored face I was to see 

(except for the Negroes with whom I 
later appeared in an all-colored film) 
among all the thousands of workers in the 
vast city that is Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer was 
that of Tiny Kyle, the charming and attrac- 
tive young brown-skinned woman who was 
assigned to do my hair on my first picture. 
Shy and quiet though she is, we were to 
become fast friends; and when I went on 
tour. I persuaded her to accompany me as 
my companion-secretary—a_ troublesome. 
nerve-racking job she lived through with 
me for five years. 

As I walked across the lot for the first 
time, I was determined to approach all my 
fellow-workers in the studio simply as peo- 
ple. not as white people. I knew it was 
part of my job to meet them half-way in 
whatever co-operation or friendliness they 
offered me. 

This wasn’t at all difficult. News spreads 
fast on a studio lot, and the press had 
paved the way for me. Everywhere | 
turned, I met with cordiality. The electri- 
cians, technicians, carpenters, grips, sound 
men, cameramen, and all the others seemed 
genuinely glad to see me. They waved. 
they called heilo, they chorused “Hi. Miss 
Horne” as though they wanted me to know 
they were happy to have me there. 

The crews weren’t the only ones to ¢x- 
their welcome. Writers. directors. 
lyric writers. composers. musicians. pro- 
ducers—particularly the ones with whom 
I was to work—made it their business to 
come over to me, tell me how delighted 
they were that I was to be part of the 
studio, and offer a word of encouragement. 
Many of them said they were sure my com- 
ing meant the dawn of a new day for the 
Negro artist in films—a day that must 
surely be a brighter one. I couldn’t help 
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being both amazed and touched by all this. 
So many of these white people in the in- 
dustry were also dissatisfied with the way 
my people had been portrayed in pictures 
up to that time. I was glad to see this and 
responded warmly to their friendliness. 

But as though to warn me that there is 
a tremendous difference between the atti- 
tude of the workers and the policy of the 
studio. the man in the make-up department 
started by using some burnt-cork on my 
face. 

The moment I saw him reach for that 
stick. I objected. I was afraid he was go- 
ing to make me look like a minstrel, I said, 
and I refused to look that way. 

“Don't Miss Horne.” said the 
white-jacketed young fellow, “I’m not going 
to make you look like a minstrel.” And he 
explained that he had been given instruc- 
tions to make the audiences 
couldn't mistake me for a white girl. All 
he was going to do with that stick of burnt 
cork was see if they could darken me. 

I couldn’t very well challenge this. There 
I was. sitting in that big, swiveled barber’s 


worry, 


me up so 


chair in front of the enormous mirror. On 
all sides of me. in cubicles just like mine, 
were bit players, character actors, and 


famous stars. Every one of them was made 
upfor the screen day after day by a white- 
jacketed young expert just like the one 
who was standing beside me. He was a 
skilled craftsman who knew how to change 
a face. an expression, and even the impres- 
sion of a personality. by the addition of a 
few clever lines. And all I knew about 
make-up was what I’d been doing to my 
own face since my Cotton Club days. How 
could I tell a man like 
job? 

So I subsided and watched silently as he 
went about his work. 

But when he finished and stepped back 
0 I could see myself. I looked exactly as 
Ihad feared I would—like someone painted 
up to look dark. And the 
took of me with that make-up on was so 
awful that the instantly 
vetoed burnt cork. 

In the end. they decided to make me up 
with much the same kind of cosmetic effect 
Iused on the stage. 


this how to do his 


screen test they 


powers-t hat-be 


-iAcH TIME they'd call me for a picture, 

my director or authority 
would tell me- 
an impressive 


someone in 
very apologetically—what 
production — the 
My music or my 


studio 
panned for my number. 
gowns or my coiffure or some similar detail 
which had nothing to do with acting or a 
part was going to be better than they'd ever 
given me before. . And with each build- 
up my frustration grew. 

Finally I couldn’t stand it any longer. I 
had to know what, if anything, the studio 
planned for me. So I went to my producer 
and asked him. Weren’t they ever going to 
give me a part? Didn’t they want me to 
act? Didn’t they feel I could be a greater 
asset to the studio if I were actually part of 
4 picture so I could become a real “draw” 
at the box-office ? 


He heard me out very sympathetically. 
And he very cordially. that the 
studio just how I felt. They 
always on the lookout for the right 
and when they found it, 
the studio would give 


answered, 
understood 
were 
thing for me 
I could rest assured, 
me every opportunity to do well in it. 

This sounded quite promising. along with 
his reassurance that the studio was very 
pleased wih me and that I had no need to 
worry. But when he mentioned the neces- 
sity of finding precisely the “right” thing 
for me, he reminded me that my scenes had 
been cut*from my pictures when they were 
shown in certain parts of the South. 

He talked on for a few minutes after that. 
But I couldn’t pay too much attention to his 
friendly little pleasantries. For as I sat in 
his office, I knew, 


ing face to face, that in spite of his good 


as surely as we were talk- 
will, in spite of my friends’ good wishes, in 
spite of the feelings of any other studio in 
Hollywood on the question of Negroes in 
films. I was not going to be allowed to play | 
in a picture in any way which would inter- 
fere with the story 

I left him feeling that I had come to the 
Hollywood. And the 


the more certain 


if my scenes were cut. 


my road in 
I thought it over. 
There was only one 
my mind now. Should I take my chances 
on trying to hold my audiences from one 
picture to the next, simply by hanging on 


or should I 


end of 
longer 


I became. question in 


as the “colored glamour girl,” 
try to do something about it? 
My friends and I talked it over thought- 
fully. And they agreed with me that I'd be 
much wiser to take some sort of action to 
keep my audiences wanting to see me. 
Consequently I made up my mind to ask 


I'd be 


the studio to adjust my contract so 


able to go back on the road. But before I 
could do that, I wanted to arrive at an en- 
tirely new settlement with my agents. At 


the time they with MGM. 
they had written a clause into my contract 
which stated not only that I pay 
them 20 per cent of my salary, but also that 
30 per cent of every- 
cafes, and other 


had signed me 
was to 


they were to receive 
thing I earned in theatres, 
special bookings. 

Even then I knew that I was getting a 
deal. But I thought I had no choice in 
matter and didn’t say a word about it. 
had from my 


business 


bad 
the 
But by now I learned 
friends in the that 
plenty of agents who would be willing to 
take no more than the 
And it seemed to me 
to try to do more 


there were 
represent me and 
legal 10 per cent. 
that since I would have 
work on the 
Hollywood at all, 
agents to make some adjustment in my con- 


remain in 
for my 


road in order to 
was only fair 


tract. 
This they refused to do. So in 1945 I 
took all the money I'd managed to save 


during my three years in Hollywood and 
bought back my contract from them. 

Then with another agent to handle my 
business arrangements, I went to the studio 
for that contract-adjustment. 

The studio executives saw no reason why 
I could not have one if I wanted it. They 





| 
| 
| 
| 


hed Ee a tele), mm tela: 


CAN LAST 
FOREVER 


With ver § f X 


FACTS FOR ADULTS ONLY 


10 INTIMATE 
| FRANK CHAPTERS 
FOR ALL AGES! 


Readers of this all-com- 
plete book 
largest on sex) have learn- 
ed so much more than they 
thought possible! Practical- 
ly every type of sex problem 
and every age is individ- 
ually treated. Shows how to 
carry out the detailed in- 
structions. Experience the 
supreme joy of a longer, 
happier married sex life 
and abolish the dangers of 
wrong sex notions, 150.000 
illuminating words help es- 
tablish the necessary desired 
cooperation between husband 
and wife. One of the most 
up-to-date books, the latest 
improvements, methods, 
ete., that should be known. 
This treasure is yours now 
for only $1.98 (originally 
$6.00). 


Partial Contents of 
“Ideal Sex Life” 


@ Modern methods of sex 
hygiene. How to cleanse 
the female vagina, the 
male genital canal. 

@ Latest sex discoveries for 
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wife in the sex act. | 
@ How —- reacts in 
woman, 

@ The perfect sex act. 

@ Step by step plan for 
wedding night and hon- 





» Rvoiding harmful mis- 
takes of newlyweds and 
older married couples. 

@ ‘‘Rejuvenation treat- 
ments’’ for increasing 
sex potency of man 
and w 

@ What 
desire. 

@ Sex attraction and art 
of courtship for woman, 


man. 
stimulates sexual 


man. 

@ Modern art of mutual 
sex satisfaction. 

@ Natural birth control. 

@ Spanish method, French 
method, ‘‘Karezza”’ 
method. 

@ Attaining Pregnancy. 

@ Ideal sex techniques and 
methods for glorious sex 
act. 

@ Overcoming frigidity in 
women 

@ Preventing dangers of 
children’s sex life. 

@ Love-making for differ- 


ent ages and types of 
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With order of ‘‘The Ideal 
Sex Life’ we give you 
FREE ‘Picture Stories of 
the Sex Life of Man and 


illustrations 
explanations 
side of the 
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with detailed 
aft the sexual 
human body. 
@ Natural birth control 
charts. 
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- Sex organs illustrated 

and explain 

@ Women’s cpanee of life, 

menstruation. 

e@ Calendar showing days 

of Fertility—Sterility. 

@ How sex system Ng man 

and woman wo 

@ The structure of ‘female 
breasts. 

e Pictures how pregnacy 
takes place. 

@ How sex vitality is pro- 
duced in man, woman. 

@ Unusual cases, 

and hundreds more. . . 
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Attaining the mans 
satisfaction in sex life. 


@ 4 kinds of sexual satis- 
faction. 

@ Avoiding too much or 
too little sex life. : 
@ Overcome physical hin- 
drances for ideal sex 

practice. 

@ Avoiding dangerous sex 
relations. 

@ Degeneracy facts of sex. 

@ The male & female sex 
organs. 

@ Strengthening man’s sex 
virility and sex control 
towards ideal mutual 
clim 


max. 
Importance of caresses, 
embraces for ideal sex 
life. 

Sources of Disease. 

Sex act regarding change 
of life, pregnancy. 

The problem of mastur- 
bation 

Sexual Case Histories. 
How to treat abnormal 
cases. 

Art of choosing a mate 
for ideal married sex 
life. 

Plus many more reveal- 
ing chapters — everyone 
in simple frank words! 
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Your hair roots are in your 
scalp. The clean normal 
health of your scalp is im- 
portant. The condition of 
your hair often depends 
upon the fine personal 
care you give your scalp. 
Dr. Edward Parrish pre- 
scribes a scalp treatment 
consisting of Lanolin and . 
Cholesterol emulsion along with the application of 
the heated New PLASTIC CAP, which is easily 
heated up in a pot of hot water. The heat from 
the cap dissolves and 
melts the emulsion 
on hair and scalp. 
The work of your fin- 
gers with massage 
on the hair and scalp 
can do wonders in 
freeing your scalp of 
loose dandruff, stim- 
ulating circulation 
and improving the 
general appearance 
of your hair. You get 

: everything with full 
directions, a written money- -back guarantee and a 
doctor's booklet. SEND NO MONEY—WHEN YOUR 
GIANT LB. JAR CONTAINING 40 TREATMENTS SPE- 
CIAL EMULSION AND THE CAP ARE DELIVERED PAY 
ONLY $2.98 PLUS A FEW CENTS POSTAGE. LASTS 
OVER A YEAR. TRY IT FOR ONE APPLICATION. IF 
NOT ABSOLUTELY DELIGHTED EVERY PENNY BACK. 
WRITE TODAY TO: 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
337 Kings Highway, DEPT YJ-5 
Brooklyn 23, New York 


You get everything—FULL DIRECTIONS, MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE and latest HAIR STYLE CHARTS INCLUDED. 
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Complete Album Only $4.98 
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flame! **Mysterious!”’ ‘‘Uncanny!”’ ‘‘Weird!"’ 
“Unbelievable!” have been some of the 
amazed exclamations given over this seem- 
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of Secret Numbers. These Secret Numbers 
are used for all systems of play for enter- 
tainment. Not offered for gambling purposes. We 
make no supernatural claims. These ‘‘mysteriously”’ 
appearing Secret Numbers cannot be seen outside of 
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the Secret Number to appear. While waiting for the 
Secret Number to come forth, Wishes and Prayers are 
said over its burning flame. They are skillfully, care- 
fully hand made to highly please you. $1.99 for 
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C.0.D. $1.99 & Postage. Satisfaction GUARANTEED 
or Money Returned. Order NOW! Copyright '42 
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offered to change my arrangement with 
them so that I would be on the studio pay- 
roll—on call for work in films or personal 
appearances in their theatres—for just ten 
weeks of each year. For the remaining 
forty-two weeks I could be entirely free to 
accept whatever bookings my agents could 
secure for me. 

I had to think that over carefully. Just 
ten weeks a year during which I could be 
sure of having an income. Would I be able 
to get enough bookings to keep busy the 
rest of the time? Would I be able to earn 
enough in occasional cafe appearances to 
make up for those ten months of the year 
when I did not have an assured income? 
What if I fell ill? What if something hap- 
pened? What if I couldn’t get night-club 
bookings? 

It was a long and, I felt, a dangerous 
chance to take. But I had to take it. If I 
didn’t, I was taking a chance on losing my 
Hollywood security completely. 

So I accepted the terms the studio offered 
me. 


NE of the first things I did when my 

contract with MGM became official was 
to hunt for a home which would be more in 
keeping with my new position. We were 
very cramped and crowded in that tiny two- 
room apartment, especially after America 
entered the war. For Louis expected to be 
called into the Armed Services momentar- 
ily, and Gail and I had our little Teddy 
back with us again. 

I was lucky enough to find a simple. com- 
fortable little bungalow within a few blocks 
of my first home. It had enough space to 
hold us all and was located—of all places 
—on a street named Horn Avenue! The 
day we moved in, I was sure we’d be very 
happy there. 

But it wasn’t quite as easy for us to settle 
down in that house as I had hoped. I had 
just about gotten our things pushed around 
to make it look livable and convenient when 
my landlord dropped in to pay me an un- 
expected visit. One of the property-owners 
in the district had complained to him be- 
cause he had permitted Negroes to move 
into his house. He didn’t want any trouble, 
he said shamefacedly. so he had come out to 


tell me my children and I would have to 
move out. 
I didn’t want any trouble either, but I 


certainly did not want to be driven out of 
my home. I felt that we had every right to 
live there as long as we disturbed nobody 
and paid our rent. But there was more 
involved than this principle of my right to 
live where I chose. There was just no place 
else to go. Every nook and cranny of Los 
Angeles was absolutely jammed, and I 
knew from the apartment hunting I had 
already done that finding another place 
would be next to impossible. 

Nevertheless I had to 
might happen to my youngsters if I tried to 
stick it out. Whoever it was that had done 
the complaining might try to injure Teddy 
or Gail in an effort to force me to move. 

"However I didn’t have to decide on an 


consider what 





course of action of my own accord. Short} 
after the landlord paid his call. a group gf 
neighbors came to my assistance. Amon 
them were such filmland notables 
Humphrey Bogart and Vera Caspary, a, 
thor of Laura and Letter to Three Wive 
They made it clear that they respected my 
right to live next door to them—that they 
would not only have no part of the move ty 
drive me out, but that. on the contrary. 
they would support me in any action | 
chose to take in order to protect my righ 
to stay. 

So I remained. And the ill-tempered 
woman in the big house on the hill stopped 
complaining about me. 


FTER I came to Hollywood, Mama anj 

I had developed a kind of closeness ye 

had never had before. It was not that we 
had seen each other for so much as a mo 
ment in all those eventful years. But Mama, 
though she had never admitted it to me, had 
been watching my progress eagerly. And 
when the studio began to release publicity 
about me—when my films appeared, {ol 
lowed by the praise of the critics—Mama 
felt that all her old hopes and sacrifices for 
me were justified at last. Now her littl 
Lena was truly living up to what she had 
predicted during the hard days at the Cot. 
ton Club and on the road with Noble Sissle. 

Her pride in me was boundless. She col. 
lected every review, every scrap of pub- 
licity, every picture of me she could get her 
hands on. I think Mama must have lived 
every number I sang, stood beside me in 
spirit in every film bit, every cafe and night 
club I played. This, she believed sincerely, 
was my day of glory. 

I, on my part, was glad that my accon- 
plishments could give Mama so much hap- 
piness. I had come to realize over the years 
how much I owed her. As an adult. I under. 
stood what I could neither comprehend nor 
appreciate when it had been going on—how 
carefully Mama had guarded me and how 
much I had needed that guarding when | 
was a teen-ager in the theatre. For by now 
I had seen enough of the promises and 
temptations which are offered to women on 
the stage, and had come in contact with 
enough women who had been sadly duped 
and injured by those promises and tempt 
tions, to recognize that if Mama had not 
shielded me from them when I was too 
young to withstand them, I, too, might very 
well have fallen by the wayside. 

I wanted to make it up to her in some 
way. But the only tangible thing I could do 
was see to it that she had the comforts and 
some of the luxuries she wanted. And, on 
another level of understanding. our corte 
spondence took on an added warmth and 
affection. 

Naturally enough, Mama wanted to come 
to visit me in Hollywood. But when her 
letters hinted that it was many years since 
we had been together, I wished I could find 
a way to tell her not to come. A way of 
discouraging her which would hurt her less 
than a visit to Hollywood was sure to do. I 
would much rather have visited with he 
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h her it 


Cuba. for in that way I could have spared 
her disillusion. 

Every letter told me how glowing a pic- 
ture of my life she had painted in her mind. 
The fan magazines had run endless stories 
of how the stars’ mothers live in the movie 
colony. and there 
junching at the Derby. sunning at Malibu. 


were pictures of them 


enjoying the show at the smart spots on 
Sunset Strip. or being lavishly entertained 
inthe Bel-Air homes of filmland’s notables. 

Mama anticipated that she. too, could 
share in all this if she came to Hollywood. 
For was she not, in her own mind, the 
mother of a great star? 

Letters. somehow, are very inadequate 
for straightening out a misconception like 
this. Especially the kind of notes I scrib- 
bled to her. A few words backstage be- 
tween shows. A page sitting on a train, 
headed for an engagement or a benefit. A 
answering 


sandwiched between 


post-card 
requests to do benefits. 


fan-mail 

So I never managed to tell her that the 
Hollywood she pictured was Hollywood in- 
deed. but not the one to which I belonged. 
Idid have a great many advantages. I did 
live comfortably. if quite modestly. I did 
know a number of important film people, 
including a couple of top-rank stars. But 
the more glittering side of Hollywood- —the 
side of Hollywood to which any white girl 
can expect to be taken as a part of her 
was completely closed 





normal way of life 
to me. 

The fine restaurants. the beautiful beach 
clubs. the renowned hotels. the nationally 
famous cafes, the 
grounds of the motion picture colony, are 
all there for afford the 
but their doors are not open to me. 
that to 


smart plunges, play- 


anyone who can 
price. 


No. I had no way of writing 


Mama. Not when she saw me seated be- 
tween two of the most famous stars in the 
M-G-M studio family picture which ap- 


picture ap- 
color on the cover of the roto- 
section of the New York Daily 
News and. to cap it all, on the cover of a 
fan magazine. Even if I had taken the time 
to write Mama reams of explanation, I 
could never have made her believe it. 
But as though 
days when we'd been in 


peared in Life. Not when my 
peared 


gravure 


So she insisted on coming. 
she recalled the 
the theatre before. Mama instantly adopted 
*follow-the-leader.” Ex- 
vastly increased pride in me. 


her old attitude of 
cept for her 
she behaved just as she had when we'd 
been on the road with Noble Sissle. 

I didn’t have to explain one thing to her. 
The moment she saw my simple. unpre- 
tentious little house tucked away in an ob- 
scure corner of a very quiet neighborhood. 
uttered one 
it wasn’t 


Mama understood. She 
word of comment, but she knew 
a bit as she had thought it 


never 


going to be 

would. 
Consequently. no matter what Mama 

would have liked to see or where she would 

have like to go. she never made a single 

She left it all to me. 

It hurt me keenly and, at the same time, 


it angered me that I could not entertain my 


Suggestion. 


position 
what | 


mother as other people in my 
could entertain theirs. But I did 
could to make her visit as easy and pleasant 
as possible. 

We went sight-seeing by driving through 
Hollywood and Beverly Hills. I pointed out 
Bel-Air and the places she’d read and heard 
I indicated the homes of stars as we 
except to take her 


about. 
drove slowly by. And. 
shopping and bring her to the studio where 
she could see pictures being made. have 
lunch in the commissary with me. 
a few Big Names, there was nothing else I 
could do. 

\ couple of my studio friends helped out. 
They invited Mama and me to lunch or 
cocktails at their Then Mama re- 
that she’d only come 
not to stay. She spent the remainder of her 
time enjoying her grandchildren. And after 
a couple of weeks. she was on her way back 
to Cuba. 

She hasn’t been back in Hollywood since. 


and meet 


homes. 


minded me to visit- 


THis is what it has been like for me. And 

despite all the struggle and heartache. 
all the frustration and pain, I would not tell 
any youngster not to study for the theatre. 
Rather, I would say: 

Get as much education as you can. If 
you want to study one of the crafts of the 
theatre as a part of your education. by all 
Our people are advancing 
them- 


means do so. 
and our 
selves for the opportunities we are creating 
They must prepare them- 
the highest standards of 
quality and achievement. 

in the craft of your 
deter- 


youngsters must prepare 
for ourselves. 


selves to attain 


So perfect yourself 
choice. The forward march of our 
mined people is reflected in every phase of 
our lives. We see it in Hollywood in the 
fact that within the past year, five films 
have been made which have successfully 
defied that unwritten interpretation of the 
Code. the approach to our problems, 
as set forth in those films. left much to be 
desired. And it is also true that the leading 
Negro roles played by white actors 
and actresses. 

Nevertheless. the 
Negroes would not make money 
has been success- 


True. 


were 


myth that films about 
could not 
be shown by exhibitors 
fully exploded for all time. 

How have films affected me? My 
studio made one of them. and | thought that 
the success of this film would pave the way 
for the studio to present me as part of a 
it looked very much 
Some 


those 


story. And, for a while. 
as though that day had finally come. 
writers | knew wrote a story with a part in 
They sold that story to the studio, 
that the studio intended 
to cast me in the role. 

But when I returned to Hollywood from 
my latest tour, I was officially informed 
that the studio had not found a story they 
considered suitable for me. 

Meanwhile other studios and independ- 
ent producers showed their interest in me. 
I considered those 


it for me. 
and gossip had it 


I was offered some roles. 
roles and my Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer con- 
tract and decided that if ever the time had 
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come to make a move, it was now. Today— 
when films about the life of my people are 
being made and shown and acclaimed by 
the public, when they are making money 
for the studios—I must be available for 
the parts which are being offered to me. 

So, I have asked. and been granted my 
release by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. I am 
now ready to take the risk of making pic- 
tures independently. 


HOUGH I feel that my “glamor days” 

are rapidly disappearing, it seems to me 
that the most important part of my life is 
all ahead of me. I have learned from my 
people what my responsibility to them is. 
And, to help me carry out my responsi- 
bility, I have found the companionship for 
which I yearned. 

I am married again. This time to a man 
whose creative interests in music and the 
theatre and feeling for humanity 
closely parallel my own. 

Lennie Hayton and I met on a set at 
MGM. He had been assigned to conduct 
the music for a picture in which I had a 
number. At first. I paid very little atten- 
tion to him, though I must confess to notic- 
ing that he was very handsome. But if I 
thought about him at all. it was merely to 
conclude that his hair, prematurely gray 
above a very young face. gave his appear- 
ance a quality which made people take a 
second look. I did not—as I have since 
done—give any consideration to the mild- 
ness and serenity of his expression nor to 
the open, clean appearance of his very well- 
cut features. 

Of course, I had picked up some informa- 
tion about his background, as I had learned 
something about everyone who has a key 
position in the studio. And I knew he was 
highly respected in the little group of musi- 
cians of which I had become a part. I heard 
them tell, admiringly, how Lennie. who is 
still a young man. had been a very impor- 
tant figure in Paul Whiteman’s orchestra 
and had gone on from there to organize and 
conduct his own orchestra. That he had 
done so well that he had been chosen as 
the “Lucky Strike Hit Parade Band” and 
had held that position for a long time. After 
a successful road tour, he had come to 
MGM to take up his duties there as a com- 
poser, arranger. and conductor. (Inciden- 
tally, in 1949, he was to be co-winner with 
Roger Edens for the best scoring of a 
musical picture—the MGM production On 
the Town.) 

Our conversation on the 
during that first picture was barely more 
than the quick inter-change of talk about 
the job we were doing. But I saw him again 
on the sets of the next pictures I made, and 
we met occasionally at the parties I was, 
by then, attending. Each time. he tried to 
draw me into conversation. And I accepted 
him as I was accepting everyone else—as a 
fellow-worker. 

But when he asked me to go out to dinner 
with him alone, rather than as part of the 
group we occasionally joined, I could see 
that his interest was more than casual. At 


whose 


recording stage 


that, I froze up. I began to resist his gp. 
tempts at friendship. Then I'd go hom 
and think it over. And as I analyzed my 
own feelings. I realized that I was refusing 
to spend the evening with him because | 
was so unsure of virtually everyone outside 
my own small crowd. I was afraid strang. 
ers would see us together and put ugly 
implications on our association. 

The other men I'd met had strengthened 
my hesitancy on this subject. A few oj 
them had asked me to go to dinner or to 
the theatre with them. Each time. I had 
thanked them and refused, explaining tha 
I was afraid people would get the wrong 
idea when we were seen together. And my 
would-be escorts had said, disappointedly, 
that I was probably right—and did not ip. 
vite me to go out with them again. 

But Lennie was not like any of the other 
men who had sought my company. He de. 
clared that he had every right to give his 
attention to whatever woman he considered 
worthy of it and that he would defend that 
right. 

Secretly I responded to this. But I dared 
not admit it to him. Each time he asked me 
for a date, I turned him down. 

He was very persistent. He became most 
attentive, giving a great deal of attention 
to my work and guiding every phase of it. 
He literally became my music coach. 

His experience as a composer. plus his 
vast knowledge of sound apparatus and 
how to work with it, made it possible for 
him to give me an immeasurable amount of 
help. It was the kind of help I wanted and 
needed, and this attention I welcomed and 
accepted. Day in, day out. for a couple of 
years, Lennie taught, corrected, and guided 
me in this new and complex medium. Even 
when I wasn’t working on a picture, Lennie 
made it his business to continue my instruc- 
tion. He invited me to the studio to listen 
to recordings. He ga*« me opportunities | 
couldn’t have had otherwise to observe ev- 
ery one of the steps in sound recording, as 
each one affects a singer. And as he ex 
plained, he showed me what I must do to 
improve my own work. 

Throughout this period, he was unbe- 
lievably patient with me. And he seemed 
to have a remarkable insight into the cause 
of whatever misgivings I could have had 
about him. 

It took a long. long time. but at last | 
admitted within myself that I was respond 
ing to his patience. his considerateness. his 
kindness. Once I'd made that admission 
in my own mind. my feeling for him grew 
more rapidly. I began to have confidence 
in him and in myself and in our ability te 
fight side by side for the right to the kind 
of companionship we could offer each other. 
And when Lennie finally asked me to marty 
him, I knew he meant so much to me it 
every way that I could not refuse. 

Many of my friends were not very happy 
about it. They respected Lennie’s achieve 
ments and his fine gifts as an artist. They 
liked and respected him as a person. They 
respected and liked me, too. And they be 
lieved that we were sincerely in love 
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love and 


But they indicated 
were 


had the right to marry. 
that they wished our circumstances 
quite different. 

One of my closest friends said sympa- 
thetically, “I know, baby. I know how you 
two feel about each other. Of course you 
want to get married. But—I know what 
these white folks are going to think. 
They're going to make something sordid 
out of it. I hate to think of what they’re 
going to say.” 

“But I told my friends that I had 
sidered this marriage from every point of 
view and that Lennie and I had discussed 
it thoroughly. I was willing to fight any 
gossip or slander it might create. And I 
had seen Lennie under all the conditions 
which could convince me that he looked 
upon me as the woman he loved and wanted 


con- 


as his wife. 


He was genuinely fond of my little Gail, 
and she in return was fond of him. (Teddy 


was again with his father. ) 
He had brought me home to meet his 
mother and his family, and this helped 


them get over any misgivings they might 
have had about accepting me as a daughter- 
and sister-in-law. In fact, his mother and 
J had become warm friends, 
mained-so until she died a short time 

And when we appeared together in pub- 
lic. he never varied from his attitude of 
honorable male protectiveness and atten- 
tiveness toward the woman of his choice. 

So I believed fully and 
[accepted it without reservation. 

Of course, I knew that my personal ex- 


and we re- 


ag 
ago. 


his sincerity, 


perience with Lennie could not wipe out 
my friends’ misgivings. However, when I 


explained some of this to them, they could 
And I 


was so happy to learn that they had enough 


appreciate how I felt toward him. 


“Tf that’s 
baby, go 


feeling for us both to say at last: 
the way you feel your heart, 
ahead and get married.” 

They made it clear that they would re- 
spect our marriage. 

But my own family felt very differently 
about it. They concerned 
about what people would say, and they let 
The 


was 


were deeply 


me know how sharply they objected. 
raised no objection 
years been living in 


not con- 


only one who 
Mama, who had for 
Cuba, 
sidered a problem. 

So Lennie and I made our plans very 
We were married secretly in Paris 
in December. 1947. We could not have 
been married in Hollywood at that time, 
for our own State of California did not per- 
mit white people to marry people of any 

(Many states have such un- 
Since then, the State 
undemo- 


where such marriages are 


quietly. 


other group. 
fair laws.) however, 
of California this 
cratic And we have found that most 
people do not look upon marriages such as 
adventurous. 


has removed 


law. 


ours as either sensational or 

My family has come to know Lennie and 

like and appreciate him. Therefore we 
have joyously announced our marriage. We 
know we have enough friends, and we have 
both lived long enough to believe that on 
the whole our marriage will be treated like 
that of any of the people in our profession. 


In addition we have our interlocking 
careers—he with his music, and I with 


whatever I may have the opportunity to do 
in the theatre and in the making of inde- 
pendent films. 

I believe my life is all ahead of me. 

But such stories are for my memoirs, to 
be written only when I have lived a long, 
long time. 


THE END 





Unborn Babies 


(Continued from Page 40) 


bryo. The old idea that a pregnant woman 
must eat “for Actually 
she does not have to eat much more than 
she did before but she must be careful to 
make sure that she gets a sufficient amount 
of the right foods. A diet high in proteins 
(meat, eggs, cheese) and containing enough 
milk (either whole or skim) to provide cal- 
cium for bone development is a necessity. 
fruits, 


two” is outmoded. 


Of course green vegetables, juices 
and meats such as liver are also necessary. 
Most doctors will 


gain in weight down to around 20 pounds 


try to keep a woman’s 


and in some cases it will not be allowed to 
exceed 15 pounds, 
Another fear that provides 


many preg- 


nant women with untold hours of worry 
and anxiety is the fear that a fall or an ac- 
cidental bump or blow in the abdomen will 
“ill or disfigure the expected baby. While 
there is some slight danger of this, it will 
probably come as quite a surprise to many 
to learn just how hard it is to hurt a baby 
in the womb. 

Nature has provided woman with a won- 


derful shock- absorbing system much more 


efficient than the mechanical wonders which 
smooth out the riding in the most expensive 
automobiles. Actually the developing fetus 
floats about in a liquid called amniotic 
fluid. A blow in the abdomen hard enough 
to cause the mother quite a bit of pain and 
even severe bruises will usually have little 
There have 
have 


or no effect upon the fetus. 
been where 
jumped out of windows to escape fires and 
have later been delivered of perfectly nor- 
mal babies. There is the story of one 
pregnant woman who fell from a 16-foot 
cliff and hit with such force that she broke 
both legs. She was delivered of a perfectly 
normal baby. Others have train 
and automobile accidents, have fallen down 


cases pregnant women 


been in 


stairs and even crashed 
out any harm coming to the developing 


airplanes with- 


baby. 

The amniotic fluid serves more purposes 
than merely acting as a shock absorber. It 
keeps the walls of the uterus from crowd- 
ing the fetus and it sees that the tempera- 
ture surrounding the fetus is warm and 
even. 

This does not mean that a woman should 
just forget about possible injuries to her 
child but it does mean that she should not 


unduly worry about her condition. 


| 
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The 
Case 
For 
Child 


Brides 
(Continued from Page 6) 


often read about in the newspapers. 
Through the tangled maze that fogged 
my brain, I decided that first of all I would 
consult our family physician. At least I 
could feel safe talking it out with him. and 
maybe he could advise me or send me 
somewhere that I might find an answer. 











So, keeping Jean home from school the 
next day, we both went to see Dr. Craw- 
ford. 


I was surprised at how casually he ac- 
cepted the bit of news I had brought him 
when I told him about Jean. I had expected 
him at least to register surprise or show 
sympathy, but he had only listened as if 
he had been expecting us to drop by all 
along to discuss nothing more serious than 
buying a ticket to the high school play. 

When he had finished with his examina- 
tion, he asked me to step into another office, 
and pulling up a chair, he picked up a fat 
cigar and lit it. He puffed, blew out a 
thick cloud of blue smoke. and leaned back 
in his swivel chair, swinging slightly from 
side to side. 

“Well, Agnes,” said 
professional since he had always called me 
that over the many had known 


he in tones less 


years he 


me, “From what you tell me. you're not 
| eat in favor of Jean getting married. 


But when you boil it down to the naked 
facts, you actually don’t have much choice 
in the matter. Do you?” 

I listened, said nothing. anticipating his 
words which I hoped would help me find 
a solution. 


“The trouble with you. Agnes, is you're 
not willing to face the facts. I know how 


much you feel about a thing like this hap- 
pening to you, and I know that it 
doesn’t seem proper to think of two young- 
sters getting married the day after high 
school graduation. but George isn’t the 
worst sort and if they each other— 
which they seem to—you ought to try to 
help them. 

“T could sit here and run through dozens 
of statistics and figures about cases similar 
to this, but rather than bore you with a lot 
of dull conversation which you’d probably 
forget 
office, I’m going to give you a few pam- 
phlets to read when you get home and the 
name and address of an agency I want you 


too 


love 


as soon as you stepped out of the 


to visit. But before I do that I want to 
tell you about a young girl, not much 


younger than Jean, down in North Caro- 
lina whose life has probably been ruined 
because her parents were either not con- 
cerned or were too ignorant to give her 
proper counsel.” 

I listened in shocked amazement as he 
told me how this girl, a 17-year-old high 








school student in Roxboro, had been take, 
out of class one day and arrested on , 
murder charge when the body of a ney, 
born infant was found stuffed in th 
school’s rest-room commode. The girl, hy 
said, told the principal that the baby had 
been born there in the school and that sing 
it was born dead she had placed it in the 
commode. Though unwed, she was already 
the mother of one 14-month-old child, ang 
either did not know or refused to name the 
father of the infant which was found. The 
murder charge was placed against he 
when an autopsy showed that the child had 
air in its lungs and must have been placed 


in the stool while still alive. 

V 7HEN I LEFT Dr. Crawford’s office | 
breathed a breath of gratitude, thank. 

ful that Jean had told me her troubles jp 

time, and that she had willingly confided 

in me. 

Once at home, I began poring over the 
half-dozen or so pamphlets Dr. Crawford 
had given me and I was surprised at the 
frankness and forthrightness with which 
many of the authorities approached their 
arguments in favor of “child marriage” 
though I must admit I had never really 
bothered to think about the subject. I had 
been too intent upon trying to shape and 
pattern Jean’s life for her. One of the 
authors. Dr. Ray Lyman Wilbur. president 
of Stanford University, pointed out that the 
sexual urge in men is strongest in the late 
teens and early 20’s. and that because man 
is a biological animal, marriage comes 
naturally with early maturity. 

It all seemed logical enough. 
did it have to do with Jean I asked. What 
did it mean to me that marriage comes 
naturally with early maturity? What did 
I care that in Colorado, Florida. Maine, 
Mississippi and New Jersey there are no 
minimum ages for marriage among young 
girls? I had my own problem and needed 
help, advice—and soon. These were gen- 
erally factual observations. compiled neatly 
on printed pages. What I wanted was some- 
thing or someone who could advise me— 


but what 


now—as to what to do in a real dilemma. 

But I read on, and I suppose the one 
article that set my mind to thinking more 
than any other was a revealing. but con- 
densed version of the Kinsey Report deal 
ing with sex urges in teen-agers. From it 
I could understand clearly that where Jean 
had been concerned. I had been too preoe- 
cupied with the present to realize that she 
undoubtedly had had her own plans for the 
future. I had been blind not to see that she 
and George were more deeply in love than 
just “going steady.” 

The “Report.” publicized as it was, had 
escaped my reading. But I eagerly read 
every word of the pamphlet befsre me. 
“Human beings,” it stated flatly, “begin 
preoccupation with sex as early as the 
cradle. Before he enters his teens one out 
of every seven males has had sexual experi 
ence and three out of four are sexually 
experienced before they are out of their 
teens.” 
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Shocking? Yes. But no worse than the 


icture | had mentally of the young girl 


pl ; i 
down in North Carolina or of my own 
daughter pregnant. facing a marriage that 


[ was not prepared to accept. 

| learned that an individual’s lifelong 
pattern of sexual behavior is set at the age 
of 16 or earlier. and that by the age of 18 
the peak of sexual virility is reached. In 
short. the social and man-made laws which 
prohibit sex before the “proper” age (at 

which most persons are economically able 
and socially encouraged to marry) are in 
direct conflict with the laws of nature 
which provide a peak of potency as much 
as five years earlier. 

limmediately thought of my own daugh- 
ter and her teen-age husband to be. It was 
clear to me that. though I had attempted to 
sive Jean what I called proper sex instruc- 
tion. I had merely dodged the facts. leaving 
her with only a confusion of “‘do’s” and 
“don'ts.” | was one of those, like the arti- 
cle said, who believed that sex life could 
be put off until a child had gone through 
childhood. adolescence, education, employ- 
ment, courtship and then marriage. 

Reading on, it was obvious that I was not 
alone in being blind to the sex and mating 
urge among juveniles. The article pointed 
out that some high school biology teachers 
believe that the ninth or tenth grade boy 
is still too young to receive any sexual in- 
struction. when actually he has a higher 
rate of sexual outlet and already has had a 


wider variety of sexual experience than 
most teachers ever will have. 
“Those who had sex information from 


their parents first received it at an average 
age of 14.4 years, while the average age 
for the church to recognize the subject 
was 15.2 years, and for the 
the article stated. 
revelation I found, 
report of a 
boys 


when it did so 
schools, 15.7 years.” 

The most startling 
however, was contained in a 
survey taken 1.600 
younger than George. The report indicated 
that one out of every three of the young- 
sters had had sex relations involving girls 
of approximately their own ages, and that 
two out of three had had sex experience 
before graduation from high school. admit- 
ting that their partners were “nice” girls. 

Their findings were further substantiated 
by a report of the Institute of Life Insur- 
ance which showed that girls are marrying 
younger every year. It disclosed that in 
1947 more than 200.000 girls aged 14 and 
slightly older had proved their sexual ma- 


among even 


turity by becoming wives. and that pres- 
ently the total marriage rate among teen- 


agers is close to 1.000.000 a year. 

With these facts firmly in my mind, I 
was convinced of the case for child mar- 
riage. I still could not help but mull over 
the prospects of my daughter Jean becom- 
ing a wife and mother. Even if she had 
given in to the urge which these articles 
claimed were so strong at her could 
she, by the same token. become a fit wife 


age, 


and mother? And what of George. Was he 
Prepared, at his age. to take over the re- 


sponsibilities of a husband and a father? 


What possible future could there be for 
two youngsters starting out in this day and 
age with only a high school education 


behind them? 


| PICKED UP the slip of paper Dr. Craw- 

ford had given me and noted the name 
of the agency he had written: “The Amer- 
ican Association of Marriage Counselors.” 
I decided that. if anyone could help. cer- 
tainly these experts ought to be able to 


advise me. 

The next day. after I had thoroughly 
questioned Jean about George’s attitude to- 
ward marriage. I decided to pay this 
agency a visit. It was then that my eyes 


were really opened to the increasing and 
encouraged trend of younger marriages. 

When I had finished outlining the facts 
behind my problem to the counselor, she 
immediately put me at ease by saying that 
her agency heartily approved early mar- 
riages, and that even though the circum- 
stances applying to my daughter were not 
ideally suited to their recommendations, I 
should in every way try to help her and 
her husband get their marriage off on a 
good footing. 

“There just isn’t any precise, exact age 
when people should get married.” she said. 


“Youngsters fall love. marry. have ba- 


bies, get divorces at almost every age you 
can imagine. But—and here’s the basic 
factor behind their making a success or 


they must be emotion- 
suited to each 


failure of marriage 
ally mature and above all, 
other.” 

She went on to say that early 
influence on a young 
to make 


responsi- 
bility is a wholesome 
man, and that working 
a living builds up understanding. affection 
and friendship in marriage. It is not all 
sex, she emphasized, explaining that young- 
sters could have happy married lives if the 
parents would first take a hand early in 
instructing them in the fundamentals that 
married life—children, personal 
budgeting. housekeeping. 


together 


go with 
cleanliness. 

Where there are failures. there were also 
she contended. And in the ma- 
the reasons could usually 
tied too 


reasons, 
jority of cases. 
be laid to the 
closely to his mother’s 
seldom a good risk in a young marriage; 
neither is the girl whose worship and ad- 
father extends beyond the 


The son, 
strings. is 


parents. 
apron 


miration for her 
normal parent-child relationship. 


In either case their tendencies toward 
emotional immaturity would keep their 
marriage on an uncertain and definitely 
unsteady foundation. On the other hand, 


she pointed out that some girls of 17 are 
as sieitianalibe mature as they will ever be, 
and that the some boys 
though most develop emotional maturity 
at a slightly higher age than girls. 

Finally. as she summed up her talk with 
me. she read to me a clipping which she 
kept under the glass top on her desk. It 
“The right age to marry seems to 
and bluntly, 


same is true for 


stated: 
be when one is most in love; 
being most in love is ihe time when the 
primal instinct to mate is strongest in the 
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lovers. Mating does not mean promiscu- 
ous sexuality or continuous sensuality (al- 
though these things are more important in 
marriage than most of us have the courage 
to admit). Mating includes the desire of 
iwo people to belong to each other and to 
no one else; to stand shoulder to shoulder 
and hand in hand against the whole world, 
if need be. It means organizing a home, 
making a place for themselves in a com- 
munity as a unit rather than as individu- 
als.” 

On the way home I thought for a long 
time over what she had said. I hadn’t real- 
ized it before but my daughter really was 
ready for marriage. She certainly seemed 
emotionally mature, and there was no 
doubt in my mind that she could and would 
be attentive to household duties. And with 
her training in typing and shorthand it 
would be easy enough for her to get a job 
later, if necessary, to help with the family 
budget. 

That night as I sat in the Hansford’s 
living room, discussing frankly the problem 


our two children had created. I was mildly 
surprised that they had already gone ahead 
with plans for Jean’s and George’s future. 
Mr. Hansford said he already had tele- 
phoned a rental agent to look for a small 
apartment for them, and that in the mean- 
time they could be married secretly, an- 
nouncing it after graduation. George was 
to take a job which had been promised him. 
Today, on the eve of Jean and her new 
husband’s moving into their own apart- 
ment, I am as thrilled as if there had been 
a church wedding with all the trimmings. 
Things may not have worked out as I had 
planned them, but I realize now that the 
planning was not up to me. They are 
happy together and that is all that matters. 
Some people might wonder and cast ques- 
tioning glances in my direction, but all I 
can say is that from what this experience 
has taught me, anyone condemning early 
marriages or so-called “child marriages” 
would have a hard time proving his argu- 

ment with me. 
THE END 





Allergies 
(Continued from Page 37) 


poo or the detergent. It could have been 
anything with which her hands came in 
contact—perfume, hair dressing, hair dye, 
hand lotion, face powder, lipstick, rouge, 
soap, nylons, money, carbon paper, raw 
foods, or growing plants. 

There are some things which are more 
likely to cause an allergy than others. Cos- 
metics stand in first line in this respect. 
Any woman who has a breaking out on her 
face or hands or, in fact, on any part of 
her body should suspect her beauty aids 
until her déctor can assure her that they 
are not at fault. Continued employment of 
a cosmetic to which one is allergic leads to 
a disfiguring eczema which is not only diff- 
cult to cure but which might leave a per- 
manently scarred skin. It is much better 
to eliminate all cosmetics temporarily than 
to take this chance. Your physician can 
usually put his finger on the particular one 
to blame or perhaps he can tell you that it 
is not an allergy at all that is responsible. 

In appraising the possibility of an al- 
lergy, one must not be confused by the 
appearance of the eruption on a part of the 
body not in direct contact with things han- 
dled. In allergy all of the skin is highly 
sensitive to extremely small amounts of the 
substance causing the trouble. These small 
amounts can be conveyed by the contami- 
nated hands or soiled clothing. 

People working in factories handling cer- 
tain materials can become so allergic to , 
these substances that continued employ- | 
ment is impossible. Even where it is possi- 
ble to wear gloves, the protection thus af- 
forded is insufficient to prevent penetration 
of the offending material through the gloves 
or the conveyance of small amounts to un- 
protected parts of the body. Gloves have 
the tendency to held the material in close, 
and prolonged contact with the hands. If 


such an allergy is discovered the most sen- 
sible thing to do is to change occupations. 
Strong chemicals such as those used in 
electroplating, photography, welding, cer- 
tain processes in steel making, permanent 
wave solutions, bookbinding, and many 
other occupations are particularly likely to 
produce allergies. Housewives may become 
allergic to cleaning powders and soap, to 
floor and furniture polishes and waxes, and 
to raw vegetables. 

Not only can one become allergic to ma- 
terials handled but also to foods eaten. or 
even to things breathed. The pathetic ec- 
zema seen in babies is due to an allergy to 
food. Milk, eggs, orange juice and cod 
liver oil are most often concerned but other 
foods may likewise be responsible. The 
elimination of these important items from 
the diet presents a serious feeding problem 
He may find one or all of 
Because proper feeding is 


to the doctor. 
them involved. 
important to babies the mother should not 
remove necessary foods from the diet until 
her physician finds that it is unavoidable 
whereupon he will suggest proper substi- 
tutes. 

In adults the skin disease resulting from 
food allergy is the common condition called 
hives or, more elegantly, urticaria. The 
skin breaks out very suddenly in large welts 
that itch and burn maddeningly. The eye- 
lids and lips. even the whole face. may 
swell beyond recognition. Just as quickly 
as it comes the hives may leave only to re- 
appear a day or an hour later. Here again, 
in most cases, an allergy to some food item 
is responsible although there are other 
causes. 

Some people will break out when they 
enter a room filled with tobacco smoke. A 
young lady developed urticaria when she 
was embarrassed. Instead of blushing like 
most girls do she would break out all over 
with welts. One woman could always tell 
when her husband had a glass with the boys 





because with the tiniest bit of alcohol tel), 
tale welts appeared on his face. 

Although the skin bears the brunt 9 
allergies, other organs of the body may 
affected. Migraine headache, the most g. 
vere type of headache known, is believes 
to be an allergy. Hay fever is an allergy 
where the nose, throat and eyes are sens. 
tive to pollen. The commonest pollen jp. 
volved is that of ragweed which flowers jy 
late summer. But other plants may hay 
the same effect. Hay fever victims who haye 
their attacks in the spring are said to haye 
“rose fever” because they are sensitive tp 
pollen of roses or other plants that poll. 
nate about June. Asthma is closely related 
to hay fever. In this disease the windpipes 
of the lungs are affected. They swell up 
making the air very difficult to get in and 
out. Asthmatics are very uncomfortable. 
They have a hunger for air and feel as if 
they are going to die as many of them do, 
People with asthma may be allergic to 
many things—pollen, house dust, feathers, 
foods, and odors. 

There are many dectors who include ar- 
thritis, epilepsy, and certain forms of diar- 
rhea as allergies. Nowadays even the com- 
mon cold is included. 

Allergies are not completely understood 
by doctors. For instance no one knows 
why a person will have contact with a sub- 
stance all his life then all at once become 
sensitive to it. Or why of two people work- 
ing side by side on a job equally exposed 
to a material only one will develop an 
allergy and the other remain unaffected. 
There is evidence that the nervous system 
is involved because allergies appear more 
frequently where there is an emotional up- 
set such as fear, anxiety, or excessive grief. 

Recently the newspapers had an account 
of a Hollywood actress who sued her hus- 
band for a divorce because everytime she 
saw him she broke out in a rash. If the 
conditions were as reported it is probable 
that she was allergic to some substance but 
that her emotional state made her more 
sensitive causing her to break out pro- 
fusely. Heredity also has an_ influence. 
Allergy appears to run in families. It 
is believed that those who become allergic. 
in contrast to those in similar circum- 
stances who do not, do so because they 
have inherited a constitution that makes 
them susceptible. 

In treating an allergy a doctor will do 
two things. First, he will try to locate the 
substance that is responsible. He can do 
this by making skin tests or by eliminating 
from contact one thing at a time until the 
guilty one is found by the effect on the 
disease. Second, he will prescribe one of 
the new but powerful antihistamine drugs 
which prevent attacks. But in either case. 
whether he eliminates the cause or gives 4 
drug, he will only be preventing the dis- 
ease. With our present knowledge nothing 
can be done to cure the basic sensitivity. 
That awaits further scientific research. 
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Be smart'—‘switch to the new fashion demands 






TELEVISION SETS THE 


CHANGEABOUT HAIR-DOS ARE THE RAGE OF 











long hair is fashion news again! And it’s so easy to be right in style, with our 
expertly made, fine quality human hair pieces . . . Just fasten the hair piece you 
choose right into your own hair with hairpins or with our TRU-HOLD CLIPS. . . what 
could be simpler . . . or more stylish! All you do is choose the hair pieces you want 
(it’s smart to have several), enclose only $1.00 with your order, and pay the 
balance when you receive it. And if you’re not completely satisfied with your 
purchase, you have our guarantee that we will refund the price you poid for it. 
$0 don’t delay ... order your share of glamour now! 
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Thousands of women are now 
using with amazing success this complete 
kit that sells for $2.30. We will send it to you absolutely FREE with your hair piece 
order, as a gift from us. Join the many women who are saving their hair by cold 
waving, and setting their hair with CORONET Magic Solutions . . . instead of 
abusing their hair with hot irons. Just another CORONET extra for your beauty’s sake! 
NOT a sample, but the full size kit! Use it yourself . . . or give it to a friend. 








TELEVISION, MOVIE & STAGE STARS 








CHANGEABOUT SWITCHES 


The easy-to-wear switch 
that is featured on televi- 
sion and in many mogo- 
zines, can be worn in several 
styles. We send you com- 
plete instructions on how 
to set this switch ten 
different ways. 








Regular Length $595 
Extra Length (302) #9 95 


Wear it as a braid, figure 8, pomp, curl cluster, etc. 





Worn as a Chignon 





CHIGNON 
CLUSTER 


$550 
























4 
ra 
; 

A 


$9150 


FULL CAP WIG 
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BACK FEATHER BOB 


2 
$335 


CLUSTER OF CURLS 


CHIGNON 
$995 
Med. 
$450 


Heavy 









$925 single 


$650 
$495 Heavy PAGEBOY 


BACK CLUSTER OF CURLS 
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CORONET 









Coronet’s invisible, Tru-Hold 
Clips will hold your attach- 
ment in place safely, under 
all conditions. 

Locks hair piece safely into 
short or long hair. Ideal 
for pageboys, chignons, 
clusters, etc. 


CORONET’S TRU-HOLD CLIPS 
For Pee. 
Hair Pieces 
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] DARK BROWN 
) BROWN 
MIXED GREY 
$1.50 EXTRA 


Nome 







Address 





City 





OUR HAIR PIECES ARE MADE FROM THE FINEST QUALITY IMPORTED HUMAN HAIR...STYLED BY 


SKILLED ARTISTS TO PRESENT A MORE BEAUTIFUL YOU...WHY DELAY, MAIL COUPON 








Tay GIVE YOU 
~AMILDER AROMA 


...afd leave no 


unpleasant after-taste 
[my ed 


“| never knew a cigarette <s 
could be as mild as - 
Chesterfield and be 
as good to me.” 


J 


Aunars Bor (C HESTERFIELD 


The cigarette that combines MILDNESS with NO UNPLEASANT AFTER-TASTE 


Copyright 1951, Liccerr & Myers Tosacco Co. 








